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MA-RY OF BURGUNDY;
oR,

THE REVOLT OF GHENT.

CHAPTER I .

. 'We shall over the forenoon of the fo]lowiniiday
rapidly. The news of her father’s death reached Mary
of Burgundy early in the morning ; and though she wept
long and bitterly, her grief was now more calm and tran-
quil than it had been while uncertainty remained min-
gled with sorrow. More agitating tidings, however, had
reached the Lord of Imbercourt and the Chancellor
Hugonet, at a still earlier hour; for, by daybreak, the
first rumours of the disarming of the soldiery, and the
seizure of the gates and walls of the city by the burgher
guard, had been communicated to them; and before
they could take any measures in consequence, the pain-
ful fact that every post or defence in Ghent was in the
hands of the citizens had been reported from all quar-
ters. Respect for the grief of the princess caused them
to withhold from her, for some hours, the knowledge
which they themselves possessed of the state of the
city; and it was only when, by means of some other
private agents, thei received information that the prin-
cipal burghers of the town had assembled in the town-
house, and were votirgla petition to the princess, pray-
ing a restitution of all those rights and privileges of
which they had been deprived by the Duke Charles, that
they found it absolutely necessary to communicate to
}mﬁ- both what had occurred and what was likely to
ollow.

The news affected Mary of Burgundy less than they

had expected ; and, indeed, proved only a sufficient stim-
2

-
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ulus to rouse her from the grief into which she had
fallen.

“Fear not, my Lord of Imbercourt,” she said, as she saw
the apprehension that overshadowed his countenance;
“ fear not, I will soon find means to quiet and satisfy the
good people of Ghent. It was only while the will and
ordinances of my father were opposed to my own incli-
nations, that I found any difficulty, or entertained any
fear, in regard to.the trant}uillity of the state.”

“J] hope, madam, and I trust,” replied Imbercourt,
‘““that you may find it easy; but a stirred-up population
is like one of those ravenous beasts that seem to ac-

uire a greater appetite by feeding largely. I trust that
the Lords of Ravestein and Cleves, with others to whom
I have ‘despatched messengers, may soon arrive, and in
sufficient force to overawe these insolent burghers; so
that you may be obliged to grant nothing but that which
is just and right, and be able to check concession at the
proper point.—Hark, lady !” he added, as a distant shout
burst upon his ear, * the unmanly brutes allow you not
one day for sorrow: they are comingeven now.”

Mary’s cheek turned alittle pale ; but she showed no
other sign of apprehension; and merely replied, “ Let
them come, my lord; they shall find it difficult to con-
quer the love of Mary of Burgundy ; for love is the only
arms that I shall oppose to my subjects. Alas! that
they should ever be mine !—I beseech you, my good
lords, to have the hall of audience fittingly prepared to
receive the people, who seem approaching t}:)zst. Have
such guards and attendants drawn up as may give us
some show of state. Alice, my sweet friend, seek out
the neble duchess, and pra{ her'to cast by hergrief for
a moment; for much do I need her presence and sup-
port in what is about to occur.” .

The orders of the princess were promptly obeyed.
Margaret of York joined her in a few minutes. The
hall of audience was prepared as speedily as possible ;
and every thing was ready for the reception of the
burghers before they reached the gates of the palace.

e deputation, consisting of about twenty persons,

" dressed in their municipal robes, proceeded from the
town-house on foot, followed and surrounded by an
immense multitude of the lower orders, shouting loudly,
“Ghent and liberty! Ghent and liberty! Long live
the noble Syndics.” They soon arrived at the building
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called the Cours du Prince; and some surprise, perhaps,
was felt by the citizens, on finding themselves at once
admitted to the palace, withaut any question, and ush-
ered through a line of armed guards, to the great hall
of audience. The general impression among .them was,
that the counsellors of the princess, possessing a greater
armed force than the townsmen had been aware of,
were determined to bring the matter to an immediate
decision; and perhaps even to arrest them in the palace,
for the events of the night before. This supposition
was rather increased by the appearance of the hall of
audience, which was also lined with armed attendants ;
and by the demeanour of Imbercourt, Hugonet, and
other counsellors, who stood with somewhat severe and
frowning countenances on each side of the chair of
state, which now remained vacant, under.the rich crim-
son canopy that had so often overhung the stern deter-
mined features of Charles the Bold.
As soon as they had emtered the chamber, the deputa-
tion paused, uncertain to whom to address themselves.
The counsellors neither spoke nor changed their posi-
tion; and for a few moments there was a dead, unpleas- -
ant silence, which no one chose to break. At that mo-
ment, however, when the dumb confronting of the court
and the citizens was becoming even painful to both, the
door by the side of the throne was thrown open by one
of the {uissiers or door-keepers, and Mary of Burgundy,
leaning on the arm of Margaret of York, preceded by
some of the officers of the palace, and followed by two
or three female attendants, entered the apartment, and
advanced towards the-chair. She ascended the steps
on which it was raised, but did not sit down ; and tufn-
ing towards the deputation of the burghers, she'bowed
her head with a gentle inclination, while the novelty of
her situation, the feeling that she was taking possession
of her dead father’s throne, and the difficulty of her cir-
cumstances, overcame her firmness for an instant, and
she burst into tears. )
She wiped the drops rapidly from her eyes, and made

a sign to the Chancellor Hugonet, who immediately
took a step forward, and said—addressing the deputation
of citizens, who still stood at the further end of the
room—* The high and mighti\: princess, Mary, Duchess
of Burgundy, Countess of Flanders and Hainault, is
ready to receive any persons on behalf of her good
town of Ghent.” 1* :
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There was a slight pause; and then Albert Maurice,
as president of the provisional council, advanced towards
the throne, and knelt on one knee upon the first step.
Mary extended her fair hand to him, as he knelt, and,
with a flyshed cheek and quivering lip, the young
burgher bent his head over it, while something very like
a tear glittered in his eye, too. In his left hand he
held a roll of parchment ; and, before he rose, he said,
« Madam, I come to lay at your feet an humble address
of condolence, and petition, from i'our good and faithful
subjects, the citizens of Ghent. Is it your good pleas-
ure that I read it 1” )

Mary bowed her head; and Albert Maurice, risindg
from his knee, unrolled the parchment which he held,
and read, in gentle and respectful tones, the address
- which had that morning been agreed to in the town-
hall. The terms in which it was couched were as mild
and moderate as the young burgher, by his utmost elo-
quence, had been able to procure. The citizens, in the
language of grief and respect, spoke of the high quali-
ties of the late Duke of Burgundy; and touched as
lightly as possible upon those acts of arbitrary power
and barbarous harshness, which had deprived him of tha:
- love which the more noble and generous parts of his
character might have obtained from his subjects. They
continued, however, to notice his attacks upon the liber.
ties of the good towns of Flanders, in terms both severc
and firm ; and th? petitioned the princess immediatel
to take into consideration the consequences which suc.
aggressions had produced, and to remedy the wrong
that had been done by her father.

While Albert Maurice read the petition, the deputa-
tion had gradually advanced, and formed a little semi-
. circleatafewy ’ distance from the throne ; and when
the young citizen had concluded, the princess imme-
diately replied, addressing herself to all,—

“1did think, my friends,” she said, in a tone
rather sad than reproachful, * that the day on which ]
first heard the sad news of my poor father’s death
might have been passed in privacy, sanctified to mourn.
ing and to sorrow. 1know, however, that communities
are little capable of feeling for the griefs and affection
of individuals, cially when those individuals are
their princes; ::5,6 therefore, layingml:g my SOrrow, }
come willingly to hear your wants wishes. and tc
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assure you all of my firm resolve to do every thing I
can to satisfy and to make you happy. In regard to
the rights and privileges of the city of Ghent, far be it
from nre, now or ever, to inquire why they were re-
strained or abridged by your late sovereign lord, my
father; or to renew old griefs and dissensions, by inves-
tigating who was right or wrong in the times past.
Me, men of Ghent, ye have never yet offended : ye are
my fellow-countrymen, therefore I feel for you; ye are
mK subjects, therefore I love Jou. At once, then,
whether as a boon, or as a right—whether as your own
due, or as a testimony of the affection of Mary of Bur-
gundy—take, hold, and use wisely all those privileges
and 1mmunities whatever which ye can prove that ye
have possessed at any time within fifty years of tﬂe
present day. Farther back let us not inguire, for it
would lead us to times when Ghent and Flanders, under
the usurped domination of a man who was raised from
the dregs of the people, by the people’s discontent,
endured a grosser and more bloody tyranny than ever
they suffered from the most savage and cruel of their
native princes.” .

“We thankfully accept your grace’s bounty,” replied
Albert Maurice; *and, without derogating from our own
inherent rights, we willingly receive your free and gen-
erous confirmation of them, as a grace and benefit con-
ferred ; and so humbly take our leave.”

“You will confer, my friends,” said Mary, ‘* with my
chancellor here present, in re to all the particulars
which you may claim, and will have them clearly estab-
lished and defined to the full extent of the words that I
have used.” .

The deputation were then permitted to kiss the hand
of the princess, and withdrew ; and Mary, after givin
one hasty glance round the hall of audience, retired,
once more to indulge her grief in her own apartments.

With her, and with the Duchess of York, the hours
passed in lonely mourning, only interrupted from time
to time by an octasional call to transact some of the
necessary business of the state, or by the tidings of
some event which it was thought indispensable to com-

. municate. In the streets and lanes of the city, how-
ever, the day went by with all those signs which show
an anxious and exeited population. Continual crowds .
collected in various parts of the town ; now conversing
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among themselves, now listening to some popular de-
claimer. The busy and important were seen hurrying
to and fro in every direction. The song, the fiddle, or
the cornemuse were exchanged for pitiable verses on
the pitiable battle of Nancy; and while one part of the
city was overflowing with people, and rang with the
sound of many tongues, another showed streets totally
deserted, the abode of silence and solitude. At 1éngth,
towards evening, a strong disposition to riot and tumult
displayed itself. Whispers and rumors, originating no
one knew where, were spread rapidly among the crowd,
tending strongly to excite them to outbr:ge. Some said
that the council were bringing in large bodies of soldiers ;
some that the nobles were arming their attendants, and
intended to repossess themselves of the gates. But the
strongest and most generally credited reports were
djrected against the eschevins, or police magistrates of
the city, whose very duties of investigation and punish-
ment rendered them at all times obnoxious to the lower
classes, but who were now hated in a tenfold degree,
- from the abrogation of the popular form of election in
their last appointment. In several districts peity tumults
- actually took place : whoever bore the appearance of
either a noble or a lawyer was insulted as soon as he
. appeared ; and the burgher guard, which was more than
once called out, with a very natural leaning to the peo-
ple from which it was selected, took merely such means
of repression as dispersed the crowds in one spot, only
to collect in larger numbers in another.

In the mean while, Maillotin du Bac, as. prévét, and’

the druggist Ganay, as one of the notables'of the town,
mingled with the crowds, and harangued them with the
:grarent purpose of persuading them to return peace-

y to their houses. The first, indeed, was any thing
but popular in the city ; and some supposed that he was
exgosing himself to outrage by the active part he took;
but it was wonderful to see how readily he assumed the
tone and deportment necessary to captivate the people,
and how speedir:rt‘he mtiltitude forgot his former con-
duct. Itis true that neither he nor Ganay in their
speeches said one word to appease the current of popular
. indignation, or to divert it from the point to which it

was tending. They used every sort of commonplace
argument to induce the people to return fo their own
dwellings. They told them that it would be much better,
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much safer, much more prudent, to disperse, and to let
things take their course ; though they acknowledged, at
the same time, that the eschevins, in the discharge of
their illegal office, had acted cruelly and basely. Never-
theless, they said, that those instruments of tyranny
would doubtless be brought to justice, if they were not
by any means smuggled out of the city. In short, they
did what may always be done—excited the people in a
far greater degree, while they affected to tranquillize
them ; and pointed their fury to the very object from
which they pretended to turn it.

The troops which remained in the town, though
totally insufficient to overawe the citizens, or to repos-
sess themselves of the walls and gates, were numerous
‘enough to hold out, for any length of time, the palace or
Cours du Prince, as it was called, which, according to
the custom of the day, was strongly fortified ; and which
was, luckily, full provisioned. The attention, therefore,
of the ministers of the orphan princess was solely
directed to adding temporary defences to her dwelling,
and to repairing any slight l:i);fect which time or over-
sight had produced, without attempting the vain task
of putting down the turbulent spirit which was manifest-
ing itself in the city. No hostility, indeed, was evinced
by the populace towards the princess or her attendants';
and servants were suflered to go to and from the palace
without the slightest molestation. But still the tidings
of tumultuous movements, in various parts of the town,
poured in through the evening; and the distant shouts
and cries caught the ear of Mary herself, and more than
once made her inquire the cause. Towards nightfall
Imbercourt was summoned to her presence; and she
asked eagerly if there were no means of pacifying the

eople. ‘
P “%Ione, madam,” replied the minister; * without,
inde€d, you could bribe some of their demagogues; and

. that would, of course, be merely hiring them to create

tumults hereafter, whenever they wanted a fresh supply.
I am afraid they must be suffered to have their way for
atime. In the end the people will see their own folly,
and the base selfishness of those that mislead them, and
will return to quiet and tranquillity of their own accord.
In the mean while, thank God, the palace is secure ; 8o
be under no apprehensions, madam, for we could hold
it out for six months against any force they can bring.”

A3’ :
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“Oh, I fear not for myself, my lord,” replied Mary ;
« ¥ fear for my subjects and my friends. Ibeseech you,
my lord, leave not the palace to-night: they might mur-
der you in the way to your own hotel.”

“I do not believe, madam, that they have any ill-will -

towards me,” replied Imbercourt: “I have never done
them wrong; and have often stood betweea them and
the anger of their prince. But my duty commands me
to remain here, at least till the town is somewhat more
calm ; and [ certainly shall not quit the palace this night.”

- So saying, he withdrew; and Mary approached the
lattice of the room in which she had been sitting, and
which commanded a somewhat extensive view over the
city; though the objects that were to be seen were
more the roofs of buildings and the spires of churches
than the busy multitude which she would fain have
watched, herself unseen. Every now and then, how-
ever, a glance was to be caught of some of the manifold
canals and squares of Ghent; and Mary threw open the
window to see if| ere the light faded away entirely, she
could gain a view of any of the crowds whose shouts
she heard. But her effort was in vain; and turning
away from the chilling blast of the January wind, she
closed the window, and was returning fo her seat, when
she found that Alice of Imbercourt had followed her to
the deep arch in which the casement was situated.

¢ I wish, dearest lady,” said her fair follower, *that
you would take the counsel of a simple girl, which, I
have a great belief, would be better than that of all those
grave signiors.”

“ Well, my Alice,” replied the princess, with a faint
smile, *“what would you have me do ?”

‘“May I speak boldly, lady *” demanded Alice.

“ Ay, indeed, as boldly as you will,” said Mary, whose
heart wanted some bosom into which to pour its
anxieties and sorrows. “But first, dear friend, send
away those two girls who sit moping by the fire, sharing
my distress without feeling my grief. Bid the page go
liiht the lamps in the other chamber; and tell them to
tuke thither their embroidery frames, and work dili-
gently, while we stay here in the gray twilight, as dim
and melancholy as my thoughts.” .

Her commands were speedily obeyed. ¢ And now,
Alice,” she said, as the other returned, “ what would
you have me do 1™
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“1 would have you .despatch a messenger this very
night,” replied the young lady, bold]{, “to the only

rson to whose arm and to whose heart you could
confide to defend and guard you in the present strait—
I mean to the Arch——" : )

. “ Hush, hush! Not for the universe!” cried Mary.
¢ Good God! what would he deem me?! No, Alice,
no! you would surely never advise me to such a step.
Fy! fy! mention it not !’

“T knew that you would start away, my dearest mis-
tress,” replied her fair counseller;  but ‘K,ou must hear
me still. What can you do better? hat can you
do so well? The circumstances in which you are
placed—the difficulties which surround you=fio they
not justify such an act? do shey not render it wise and
right, instead of indelicate and bold? The Archduke
Maximilian was once plighted to you by your own
father; and if ever two people loved each other—"

“ Hush, hush ! Alice, 1 entreat, 1 command,” inter-
rupted the princess. It must not, it cannot be.- .If
such be all your advice, speak no more ; what I wanted
was counsel, how to tranquillize these unquiet people
of Ghent.” '

‘1 had something to say on that score, too,” replied
Alice of Imbercourt ; “but, perchance, my advice will
not be more palatable to you, in regard to that matter,
than in regard to the other.”

“ Nay, nay, be not offended, Alice,” replied Mary;
“none can judge of that on which you were speaki
but myself; but, of this business of Ghent perhaps
any one can judge better.” . )

““Well, then, madam, I will say my say,” replied
Alice; “and you can follow my counsel or not, as you
think best. You saw the young burgher, with the
furred robe and the gold chain, who read you the
address this morning—you must remember him—as
handsome a youth as ever lady’s eye rested on.”

“1 scarcely saw him,” replied the princess; ‘“nor
should have noticed him at all, but that I think it was
the same who, some three or four months since, was
accused before the council of high-treason, and ac-
quitted himself most nobly.”

“The same, exactly the same,” replied Alice: *“his
rame is Albert Maurice, as I hear; and he bears the
noblest reputation ef any young citizen of them all.
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I have heard even my own father declare, that yor
oung man has too high a'mind, and too noble a spirit,
z)r his class and station.” : '

“ Well, what of him?” demanded the princess; “ I
fear me that this noble spirit will work us little good ;
for, from all I saw to-day, he seems to lead the dis-
affected of the city.”"

“You marked him not as I did, madam,” replied

-Alice : “ never mind what I saw, or what I fancied that

Isaw. He does lead all parties in the city, I hear; and
I am fain to think, that had it not been for him, that
petition and address, as they call it; would have had
a ruder tone. Lady, that young manis well disposed
towards you and yours; and I believe that he might
be easily worked upon to use his great influence to
cure the present madness of the people.”

“Indeed, I believe he is well disposed,” replied
Mary ; “for I remember, by your father’s counsel, I had
him called back after the trial, and besought him, in
private, to do his best to maintain peace and order in
the city.” .

“ My father’s counsel was wise, madam,” replied
Alice, with a quiet smile ; “ and his daughter’s is just of
the same piece. What I would have you do now, is
what my father led you to do then. Send for this
Albert Maurice, and beseech him, fairly and gently, to
do his best to quiet the populace, agd to restore tran-
quillity. Appeal to his generosity—to his gratitude;
show him how frankly you granted the petition of the
citizens this morning; and, take my word, you will
make a convert and a powerful friend.”

“ With all my heart,” replied Mary, at once; “ but
there is no time tobe lost: hie thee down to thy father,
dear Alice ; and tell him what I have resolved to do,
and bid him send a messenger for the young citizen
directly.” *

“ Nay, nay, dear lady,” answered Alice, smiling again,
“that way will never do. Inthe first place,1hearmy
father is not, just now, the best beloved in the city, for
suffering a young man to be executed who had com-
mitted murder, and was condemned by the eschevins ;
and, besides that, I learned from one of my women but
now, that my father had sent, in his own name, to this
Albert Maurice and another of the citizens, named
Ganay, and that they refused to come.”
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* Then, most probably, they would refuse me too,”
replied the princess; “and though Mary of Burgundy
will do all that she can to make her people happy,
she must not stoop to beg their presence, and be
refused.”

¢ No fear, no fear, madam,” replied Alice ; * but leave
the matter to me, and I will answer for it, that, ere
half an hour be over, the young citizen shall be standing
here before you.”

¢ What do you propose to do, then ¥ demanded the
princess.

¢“ Merely to write a billet; desiring Master Albert
Maurice, in the name of Mary Duchess of Burgundy,
to render himself to the palace, with all speed, in order
to speak with his sovereign.”

¢ Nay, but it may seem strange,” said the princess;
“I hardly dare do so without speaking with your
father.” ; :

“If you do, lady,” replied Alice, “all our scheme
fails, or worse may come of it than you suspect. 1
have already heard the constable of the reiters and one
of your grace’s council regretting that they did not,
seize upon the deputation this morning, as a pledge for
the submission of the people. No, no; he must come
in disguise, and must go in disguise. I will send the

age with the billet; he is shrewd and active, and shall
gring him in by the postern, on the canal. Nay, nay,
lady,” she added, seeing Mary about to make some
farther opposition, “I will take it all upon myself. I
will write the note and send the page, and bid the sen-
try give him admission on his return: and if anght is
heard of it, it will but pass for the trick of a mad-headed
girl; and I have more to lose than you, too,” she con-
tinued, laughing; * for I have a lover who could be as
jealous as a spaniel dog, if I chose to let him.”

The princess still hesitated, and probably might have
refused her consent ; but some nearer and louder shouts
met her ear, giving evidence that the crowds were
increasing as the night came on, and determined her to
accede. Alice’s proposal was agreed to accordingly;
and, as every moment was apparently adding to-the
tumult in the city, she proceeded to put it in execution
immediately. P
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CHAPTER II.

Tue torrent of business in which Albert Maurice
found himself involved occupied his time in such a
manner as hardly to permit of his giving much atten-
tion to the tumultuous assemblages which took place
during the ‘day in various parts of.the city. Popular
leaders, indeed, are apt to attach too little importance

- to those commotions which, being frequently raised by
themselves with ease and rapidity, they fancy they can
allay with the same facility and power. Towards two
o'clock the young citizen had addressed the people in
the market-place, and had easily induced them to dis-
perse, by informing them that the princess had most
generously granted them, of her own accord, all tha
they could desire. He had then—in the belief that all
the other crowds would melf away in the same man-
ner, before night—retired to his own dwelling ; and in
the most remote and noiseless apartment which it con-
tained had proceeded to make, with: raﬁidity and deci-
sion, all those arrangements on which depended the
defence of the city against external enemies, and the

redominance of the popular party within its walls.
gle wrote instantly to alt the municipal councils of the
various towns in Flanders; he took measures for organ-
izing a considerable national force; he sent express
orders to all the gates to refuse admission to any party
of armed men; and he issued orders for the fabrication
of arms as sieedily as possible, in order that the citi-
zens might be in a state of preparation, in case the
privileges and liberty they had regained should be
menaced from without.

Thus passed the three hours of light that remained
after his return home : and busy hours they were. At
length, feeling himself, notwithstanding his great cor-
poreal powers, somewhat wearied with the immense
exertions which he had made, he proceeded into the
garden attached to his dwelling, which formed a little
terrace on the banks of the Lys. As he stood there,
turning his aching brow to the cool wind, the full roar
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of the tumult in the city burst upon his ear; and,
_after listening for a-few moments to the combination
of discordant sounds, which rose up from the many
. streets and squares, he saw at once that some great
change had taken place in the popular mind since he
had left them in the great market-place; and, turning
quickly back, he prepared to go forth and use all the
power he knew that he possessed to restore tranquillity.

At his own door, however, he was met by a boy, who
instantly pronounced his name, and demanded to speak
with him.

¢ Who, and what are you, boy 1" demanded the young
citizen.

“J bear you a billet from a lady,” replied the youth;
“and you must read it directly.” .

“ A billet from a lady!? cried Albert Maurice, with
a sneer curling his handsome lip; “go, go, my boy,
this is no time for idle gallantries. Give me the note,
and get thee hence; I will read it to-morrow.”

¢t Nay, but you must read it this moment,” the other
replied, without giving him the note: ¢ ay, and that in

rivate t00,” he added. “So come, good sir, go back
into your house, and take it with reverence and care,
for it deserves no less.” ’

¢ Thou art bold enough,” replied Albert Maurice ; but-

at the same time there was something in the deportment .
of the boy so unlike that of the common love’s messen-
gers of those days, that he yielded to his desire; and
turning back into the house, strode quicklyto the,cham-
ber in which he had been writing, and in which a light
was still bm'nini.

The moment he had entered, the apparel of the page,
and a small St. Andrew’s cross embroidered. on his left
breast, at once showed him that he was a servant of the
house of Burgundy. Instantly clesing the door, Albert
Maurice took the note with every sigrn of reverence and
respect, and read it over attentively by the light of the
lamp. As he did so, however, his cheek flushed, and
then turned pale, and flushed again, and he demanded
eagerly, *“ Who gave you this note, sir page 1"—* The
Lady Alice of Imbercourt,” replied the boy; ¢ and she
bade me lead you speedilg' to the postern on the river.”

Albert Maurice paused, and mused; and though no
heart that ever beat in a human bosom knew less of
fear than his, yet the ordinary calculation of danger

v
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which every one makes when engaged in enterprises of
importance forced itself upon his notice, and he could
not but feel that the step proposed to him was replete
with peril. Was it probable, he asked himself, that the
princess should send to him at that hour? And was not
the note he held in his hand much more likely to be part
of a scheme framed by the prévédt, or some of the in-
ferior agents of the government, in order to get the
chief leader of the popular party—the president of the
provilsiona.l council—into their hands, as a tie upon the
people ?

et, a8 he gazed upon the billet, it was evidently a
woman’s writing ; and as he re-read the contents there
was something in it all which put prudence and caution
to flight at once. Was not the very name of Mary of
Burgundy enough? To be reguested by her to visit her
dwelling in. secrecy and disguise !—to see her, to speak
with her in private '—to bask in the light of those beau-
tiful eyes!—to hear that soft and thrilling voice '—the
very hope was worth all the perils that ever knight or
paladin encountered; and his re-perusal of the billet de-
termined him at once to go. Where t¢ find some speedy
means of disguising his person'was his next thought ;
but then, immediately remembering the gray monk’s
gown in which he had alreddy travelled so far, and
which, by some accident, had been left behind by his
former guide, he instantly sought it out,—stripped off
the furred robe which he had worn through the day,—
and byckling on a sword and poniard under the frock,
strode on after the page with that increased feeling of
security which we allsexperience when we know that
we have the means about us of selling our lives dearly,
happen what will in the course before us.

“Better follow at a short distance behind, good
father,” said the boy, as they proceeded into the street ;
““you know your way towards the back of the Cours du
Prince. If we go separate, we shall the better escape
notice, and you will find me on the narrow path beneath
the walls.”

As he spoke thus, he darted away, and Albert Mau-
rice followed with the hurried ste{) of excitement and
expectation. 1t was now completely dark ; and passing
onward along the quay of the canals, and through one
or two of the many large squares of Ghent, he soon
saw enough of popular feeling to make him hurry his
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steps, anxious to resume a garb in which he might take
measures for repressing the turbulent spirit that was
every moment gaining ground. At the corner of each .
of the larger streets immense bonfires, blazing and*
crackling in the frosty air, at once lighted, and warmed,
and excited the multitudes that assembled round them.
But this was not all; wine and ale too, that ' genuine
Flemish beverage, were circulating rapidly among the
crowds of men and women, whose class and-appear-
ance did not at all warrant the supposition that their
own means could procure,-even on an extraordinary
occasion, such copious supplies of dear and intoxicating
liquors. ' All this excited a suspicion in the mind of Al-
bert Maurice that some unséen agency was at work to
rouse the dpeople to a far higher pitch than he wished
or expected ; and, at the same time, he felt that such
scenes of tumultuous rejoicing on the news of the loss
of a great battle, and the death of their bold and chiv-
alrous sovereign, was indecent in itself, and must be
bitter indeed to the child of the dead prince. Such
sights of course increased his speed; and hastening on
as fast as possible, he soon found himself upon the nar-
row ledge of land between the fortified wall of the
palace and the river. But he was alone—the page was
nowhere to be seen, and Albert Maurice began to suspect
he had been deceived; but a moment after, the appear-
ance of the boy, hurrying up as fast as his less powerful
limbs permitted, soon showed him that his own anxious
haste had outstripped even the page’s youthful activity.
Although a sentry paraded the wall above, with his
slow-match lighted, no challenge was given; and three
sharp taps upon the postern door soon caused it to fly
open, and admit them within the walls of the huilding.
An inferior officer of the guard stood by, and held a
lantern to the face of the page as heentered. The boy
endured his scrutiny quietly ; but, to the surprise of the
young citizen, he found that the appearance of the page
was received as a passport for himself. The officer with-
drew the lantern without further comment, as soon as
he had satisfied himself of the boy’s identity, and suf-
fered Albert Maurice and his conductor to-enter the
alace.
P Up long and manifold staircases, through innumerable
doors and interminable passages, the page led the leader
of the Gandois, and only st:)pped at length, when both
P] .
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were out of breath, at a small, deep doorway, where he
knocked before he entered, making a to Albert
Maurice to pause. The boy was then told to come in,
and remained within for some minutes, while the young
burgher continued in the dark passage—his heart beat-
ing with that thrill of expectation, as he thought of his
near meeting with Mary of Burgundy, which would
seem to partake of the nature of fear, were it not almost
always minfled in some way with feelings, not only of
hope, but of joy.

After a time the boy returned ; and leading the young
burgher to another door, threw it open, and admittec
him into an apartment fitted up with all the ostentatiou:
splendour for which Charles of Burgundy had been fa
mous in the decoration of his palaces. It seemed to
have been a room peculiarly allotted to that prince’s
leisure moments ; for all around hung various imple- .
ments of sylvan sport, each ornamented in some wa)
with the arms of Burgundy, and piled up against the
walls in the manner of trophies.

There is something strangely solemn in entering the
chamber of one lately dead. It seems more empty—
more vacant and cold than when its master, though ab-
sent, is living. It appeals to our own feelings, and con
nects itself—by the thin gossamer threads of selfishnes:
which the human heart draws between our own fate and
every external event that befalls our fellow-men—with
an after-period, when our chamber shall be left thus cold
ﬁm_i lonely, and our place be no longer found among the

ving.

spoke of the last Duke Charles, and of the bola
rude sports of which he had been fond. Even the sconce
that held a few lighted tapers was fashioned in the sha;
of aboar’s head; and as the young citizen entered the
chamber, he felt that feeling of pity for, and sympathy
with, the deceased ﬁ)rince which nothing could have in-
spired but his death—that common fate which breaks
down all that holds man from man, and first makeés us
feel our near kindred to each other.

‘There was no one in the chamber; and the page, after
telling Albert Maurice that the lady would be with him
in a moment, retired, and left him to think both of the

- living and the dead. His thoughts of the latter, how-

ever, soon ceased; for in this active life the solemn
impressions are naturally the most transitory; and the
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expectation of meeting Mary of B y soon absorbed
the whole. He had na time to yze his feelings, or
to examine with microscopic accuracy the workings of
his own heart. Since the day he had first seen her in
the market-place, her image had become connected with
almost every thought that had passed through his mind.
The name of the princess, and her conduct in all the
events of the day, of course formed a constant part in
the conversation of the people ; and whenever she was
mentioned, the fair form and the mild liquid eye rose tc
the sight of the young burgher; and the sweet melo-
dious tones of her voice seemed to warble in his ear. He
had refused to suffer his own mind to inquire what was
going on in his bosom; but the words of Ganay had per-
haps, in some degree, opened his eyes to his own feel-
ings, and. the sensations which he experienced while
waiting her coming in that chamber tended still more to
undeceive him. ¢ What, what was he doing ?” he asked
himself: encouraging a passion for an object beyond his
reach. But even while he so thought, a thousand wild
and whirling images rushed across his brain—of tri-
umph, and success, and love. But how was it all to be
obtained *—by overthrowing her power to raise himself
into her ‘ranz,—by overturning the institutions of his
country,—by risking the effusion of oceans of blood,
and by inducing months of anarchy !—S8till this was the
only means by which he could ever hope to win the
hand of Mary of Burgundy; and he asked himself,
would such means win her love —even were he to give
way to the towering ambition which was the only pas-
sion that had hitherto struggled with patriotism in his
bosom, would it obtain the gratification of that love
which was now rising up, a stronger passion still, des-
tined to use the two others as its mere slaves !

Such feelings, as I have said, rushed rapidly through
his brain, while expectation mingled with the rest, and
made his heart beat till it almost caused him to gasp for
breath. These sensations were becoming almost intol-
erable, when the door opened, and Mary of Burgundy,
followed a step behind by Alice of Imbercourt, entered
the apartment, and the door was closed. The princess
was still pale with grief; but there was a fitful colour
came and went in her cheek that was far lovelier than
the most rosy health. Her eyes, too, bore the traces of
tears; but their heaviness had something touching in it,
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which, perhaps, wént more directly to the heart than
their brighter light.

With a flushed cheek and agitated frame the young
burgher advanced a step, and made a profound inclina-
tion of the head as Mary entered, not well knowing
whether, when received in so private a manner, to kneel
or not ; but Mary, after pausing a moment, with a doubt-
ful glance, as her eye fell upon the monk’s frock with
which he was covered, held out her hand for him to kiss
as her subject—a custom then common to almost all
ladies of sovereign station, and the young citizen at once
bent one knee, and touched that fair hand, with a lip that
quivered like that of a frightened child. He then rose,
and stepping back, waited for Mary to express her com-
mands, though his eye from time to time was raised for
a single instant to her face, as if he thought to impress
;lhose fair features still more deeply on the tablet of his

eart. . :

%1 thank you, sir, for coming so speedily,” said the
princess ; “for, in truth, I have much need of your
counsel and assistance.”

¢ I trust, madam, you could net entertain a doubt of
my'instant obedience to your commands,” replied Albert -
Maurice, finding that she paused. o

“The only thing which could have led me to do so,”
replied the princess, ‘* was your refusal to come at the
bidding of my faithful friends, the Lords of 1mbercourt
and Hugonet.” :

“There is some great mistake, madam,” replied the
young citizen, in surprise ; “the noblemen to whom
your grace refers have never signified any wish to see
me. Had they done 8o, I should have come at their re-
quest with the same confidence that I have obeyed your
commands.” . .

¢ Alice,” said the princess, turning to her fair attend-
ant, “ my information came from you; I hope it was
correct.” :

“AllT can say, fair sir,” said Alice of Imbercourt,
advancing a step, and applying to the youn§ burgher the .
term that was generally used in that day, from noble to
noble,—“all I can say, fair sir, is, that I heard my
father, the Lord of Imbercourt, despatch a messenger
this day, at about four of the clock, to entreat Master
Albert Maurice and Master Walter Ganay to visit him
at the palace immediately. And I heard, scarcely an
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hour ago, by the report of one of my women, that a
direct refusal had been returned.”

¢ Not by me, lady, certainly not by me,” replied Albert

* Maurice. * Sincethe hour of two, this day, I have been
in my own cabinet busily engaged in writing, and know
but little of what has passed in the city. But certainly
no messenger has ever reached me to-day from the
palace, except the page who brought me the command

-which 1 am here to obey. But you say another name
was coupled with mine, Perhaps that person may have
returned the uncourteous refusal of which you speak.”

¢ I am very sorry for it, then,” answered Mary of Bur-
gundy; “ for the matter on which'I desired to see you,
sir, would be much better transacted with men and
statesmen than with a weak woman like myself.”

“Your pardon, madam!” replied Albert Maurice.
“If what you would say refers to the city of Ghent and
its present state, much more may be done by your own
commands, expressed personally to myself, than by an
oration of the wisest minister that ever yet was born.
Statesmen, madam, are often too cold, too prudent, too
cautious, to deal with the frank multitude, whose ac-
tions are all passion, and whose motives are all impulse.
But, oh! madam, there is a natural, generous, gentle
feeling about all your demeanour, from your lightest
word to your most important deed, which is well cal-
culated to make our hearts serve you, as well as our
heads or our hands.” :

The young burgher spoke with a fervour and an en-
thusiasm that called the blood up for a moment into -
Mary’s cheek. But as the chivalrous courtesy of the
day often prompted expressions of much more romantic .
adwiration, without the slightest™further meaning than
mere ordinary civility, Mary of Burgundy saw nothing
in the conduct of the young citizen beyond dutiful and
loyal affection. The possibility of her having raised a
deeper or more tender feeling in the bosom of her sub-
ject never once crossed her thoughts. It was to her as
a thing impossible ; and, though she certainly felt grati-
fied by the fervent tone of loyaltyin which Albert Mau-
rice expressed himself, she dreamed not for a moment
that that loyalty could ever become a more individual
feeling.

« | trust, sir,” she replied, “ ever to merit the opinion
vou have expressed, and to keep the love of my good
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ple of Ghent, as well as that of all my subjects.
m, indeed, the conduct that they are now pursuing
evinces but small regard either for my feelings or my
interest, nor much gratitude for the first willing con-
cession that T have made in their favour. You say, sir,
. you know little that has passed in the city since an
earlx hour; listen, then, to the tidings that have reached
me

Mary then recapitulated all that she had heard con-
cerning the tumults in different parts of the city; and a
conversation of considerable length ensued, which,—
from all the important and interesting circumstances
discussed, from the free and unceremonious communi-

. cation which it rendered necessary, and from the con-
tinual bursts of high and generous feelings, upon both
parts, to which the great events they spoke of-gave rise,
—brought all the sentiments of the young citizen within
the circle of the one deep, overpowering passion which
had been long growing up in his bosom. If he came
there doubting whether he loved Mary of Burgundy, be-
fore he left her presence his only doubt was whether
there was any thing else on earth worth living for but
the love he felt towards her.

Such feelings had their natural effect both on- his ap-
pearance and demeanour. He still maintained that tone
of deep respect due from a subject to his sovereign ; but
there was a brilliant energy in all he said, a spirit of

ntle, chivalrous loyalty in all his professions, inspired

the at excitement under which he spoke, that
- raised the wonder and admiration of Mary herself,

though still no one dream of bolder aspirations ever .

crossed her imagination.

The chamber in which this conference was held was
turned towards the river, rather than to the square before
the palace; and the shouts which had made themselves
loudly audible in the apartments from which Mary had
just come had hitherto been less distinctly heard where
she now stood. But in a moment after, the multitudes
which had assembled in other places seemed directing
their course ‘over a bridge, which lay a little higher up
the stream ; and the sounds came with redoubled force.
Shouts, cries, and songs of every kind were borne along
with the wind, to the chamber in which the princess
was standing ; and, pointing to the casement, she bade
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the young citizen open it, and listen himself to what
was Eeassing without.

Albert Maurice did so, and, in listening, his cheek be-
came alternately pale and red, his brow knitted, and his -
eye flashed ; and, turning to the princess, he replied, “I
know not, madam, what they have done, or wgat they
are about to do, but certainly some sort of insanit
seems to- have seized upon the people. However,
will this instant go forth, and, as I live, if they have
committed the crimes of which I fear thex are guilty,
from some of the cries 1 have just heard, the perpétra-
tors shall meet the l‘gunishme;ni; they deserve.”

He turned towards the door as he spoke, but Mary
desired him to pause. “ Stay, stay, sir, a moment,” she °
said: “ Alice, bid the page see that the way is clear.”

‘The young lady opened the door, and whispered a
few words to the boy, who waited in the passage be-
yond, and who instantly proceeded to ascertain that no
change had taken place to obstruct the burgher’s egress
from the palace. Scarcely was he gone on this errand,
however, when a pale reddish glare began to peur
through the open window, waxing stronger each mo-
ment; and Mary, whose face was half-turned towards
it, started forward, exclaiming, *“Look, look! Good
God, they have set fire to the city!”

Albert Maurice spran%nt_o the casement also, and, as
with his right hand he threw farther open the lattice,
his left rested for a single moment on that of Mary of
Burgundy, which she had accidentally placed upon the
sill of the window. It was but for an instant, yet a
thrill passed through his whole frime that made his
brain seem toreel. But he had no time to indulge such
thoughts. *A bright pyramid of flame was at that very
moment rising up through the clear night air, making a
strange and fearful contrast with the pure sweet beams
of the early moon. Redder and redder the baleful glare
of the fire rose up, as if striving to outshine the moon-
light, and streaming over the city, displayed the dark
black masses of the buildings—wall; and roof, and
tower, and spire standing out in clear relief upon the
bright background of the blaze. Thence gleaming on,
the two lights were seen flashing together upon the
river, amid the innumerable black spots occasioned by
the boats, in many of which a number of human figures
might be descried, gazing with up-turned faces at the
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flame. The wooden bridge, too, with the crossing and
interlacing of its manifold piles and beams, appeared at
a little distance beyond—a piece of dark fine tracery
upon the glittering mass of the stream ; and there, too,
an immense multitude were to be obsecrved, looking on
calmly at the fire which was consuming some of the
finest buildings in the city. )

All this was gathered by the young citizen at one
glance. o :

“ They have set fire to the prison and the hall of jus-
tice}” he cried, divining in an instant, both from the
direction of the flames and the cries he had before heard,
the crime that had been committed. *This must be
put astopto! Madam,farewell. When you shall hear
to-morrow of the events of this night, you shall either
hear that I am dead, or that I have done my duty.”

The page had by this time returned ; and Albert Mau-
rice followed him with a rapid step through the same
passages by which he had been conducted to his inter-
view with the princess. Just as they reached the
ground-floor of the castle, however, there was the sound
of a coming step. The boy darted across the corridor
in a moment, and Albert Maurice had but time to draw
* the cowl of his monk’s gown over his head, when he

was encountered by the Lord of Imbercourt, advancing
with a hasty step towards the apartments of the princess.
The young citizen, with all his feelings excited by
., what had just passed, was both fearless and careless of
any mortal thing, and, making slight way for the noble-
man to pass, was striding rapidly on after the page;
but Imbercourt caught him by the arm, exclaiming,

" “ Who are you, sir? and what do you here ?”

“JI do the errand on which I am sent,” teplied the
young citizen, “and interrupt no man. Unhand me,
sir; for I am not to be stayed.”

“ Not till I see your face,” replied Imbercourt; “ your,
voice I should knew. But that form, I doubt me, is no
monk’s.”

As he spoke, he raised his hand towards the cowl
which covered the head of the young citizen. But
Albert Maurice shook off his grasp in a moment, saying,
“Man, You are unwise ! stay me further at your peril.”

“Ho! a guard without there!” shouted the Lord of
Imbercourt, till the whole passages rang, and cast him-
self immediately in the path of the burgher. But
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<Albert Maurice seized him in his powerful grasp, apd
‘with one effort sent him reeling to the farther part of the
corridor, where he fell almost stunned upon the floor.
‘Without a moment’s pause, the young citizén darted
through the door by which the page had disappeared,
traced without difficulty the passages which led to the
postern, passed unquestioned by the sentry, who was
conversing with the boy, and, in a moment after, was
standing upon the terrace without the palace walls.
Casting off the monk’s gown, he rolled it hastily up
and threw it into.the water; and then striding along the
narrow quay between the Cours du Prince and the river,
he directed his way at once towards the bridge. It was
still covered with people ; and some one, recognising him
as he came upon it, pronounced his name, which was
instahtly spoken by a hundred other voices. ~ Still Albert
Maurice passed on, forcing his way through the crowd,
but marking the various countenances, as he went, by
the light which the flames of the burning buildings cast
upon them. There were many he recognised, but he
spoke to none for some moments, till he came to a stout
honest-looking cloth-worker, near whom he stopped for
an instant. )
¢ Are you ready to obey my commands, Gibelin 1 he
demanded.
«“To the death, Master Albert,” replied the other;
* the rogues have set fire to the hall of justice.”
¢« 1 see,” answered Albert Maurice; * follow me
thither, and, as you go, collect as many as you can who
will obey without question.”
He then strode on, stopping from time to time at the
various crowds, wherever he recognised a person on
whom he could depend. With each of these a mo-
mentary conversation took place, of the same nature as
. that which he had held with the-man he called Gibelin.
To some, however, his address was much more brief.
With some, merely, *“Follow me, Kold! follow me,
Gastner!”

His commands were instantly obeyed; those he
charged to collect more were successful in doing so:
and as he made his way forward, a body of two or three

_ hundred men, gathered in this manner from the different
crowds, continued pushing their way after him in an
irregular manner, up the great street, in which the old
pri‘sron all}d h%ll of justice were situated. Those build-

orL. 1I.— ]
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"ings had been built so as to retire a little from the gen~
eral fagade of the street; and, being placed exactly op-
site to each other, left a sort of square between them.

e edifices on both sides were now on fire; but not-
withstanding the intense heat, the place or square was
filled to overflowing with people, whose appearance and
occupation were altogether those of devils in human
form. The blaze of the burning buildings, cast n
their swarthy and excited countenances—di as
they already were by drink and passion—a glare that
seemed perfectly infernal. Loud shouts of exultation,
or rather a yell of triumphant hatred, rent the air;.and
round about the square, suspended by the neck to the
long stone water-spouts which then distinguished the
city of Ghent, were to be seen a number of human
figures, quivering and convulsed in the agonies of death,
while the demon shouts of the populace hailed the con-
tortions of their victims with horrible delight.

Such, it is'well known, was the death of the unhappy
eschevins whom Charles of Burgundy had appointed
for the city of Ghent; but the vengeance which was
immediately taken on some of the perpetrators of that
cruel act is not so geneérally recorded. Albert Maurice
found the multitude in the first exultation of the bar-
barous feat they had committed; and many of those
who had taken a leading part therein were still making
a parade of their activity. The young citizen, however,
hesitated not a moment, but striding up to the wretch
who held the end of one of the ropes used as the means of
inflicting death upon the eschevins, lie seized him at
once by the collar of his jerkin, and dragged him towards
the middle of the square.

A momentary movement was made by the people to
resent this interference, and to rescue their comrade;
but he was instantly passed from the hands of Albert
Maurice t6 the trustworthy followers whom he had
called together, with the words, “ To the town-house !"
The next moment the young citizen, without appearing
evenlto see o:trl‘l)%tice h:(l)x:g}tlhriawniggt as etﬁt of thg
people, again e the midst of them, an
made another prisoner of a better class, thundering no
rheasured terms of re})roach upont him as he cast him
back into the hands of those that followed. The mul-
titnde now perceived that among themselves, in em
part of the square, there were persons of their own
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and appearance, acting with the young burgher, whose
name,—never mentioned by any of the citizens without
respect and applause,—also began to circulate rapidly
among them. Even those most bent upon evil, not
knowing who was pgpared to support, and who to op-
pose them, lost coMiidence in themselves; fear, the
most contagious of all diseases, seized them ; and, one
by one, they made their way from the scene of their
criminal excesses. Those on the outside of the mass
felt those within pressing to escape, and catching the
alarm, began to run also; so that in a few minutes,
Albert Maurice, and the men who had followed him,
alone remained in the square, together with three prison-
ers, while a fourth had been hurried away.

To cut down the bodies of the unhappy men who had -
become the victims of popular fury was the first effort
of the burgher and his companions; but as all aid in
their case was found to be-in vain, the atténtion of
Albert Maurice was next turned to prevent the confla-
gration from spreading farther than the public build-
ing in which it had originated. As they were very
much isolated in their situation, this purpose was easily
effected ; and as soon as it was accomplished, the
young citizen proceeded with hasty steps towards the
town-house, where he found a number of the municipal
officers in somewhat lengthy debate concerning the
measures to be pursued for tranquillizing the city. The
superior mind of Albert Maurice instantly brought all
wordy discussions to an end; and while armed parties
of the burgher guard were despatched with peremptory
orders to disperse the crowds, the attention of those
who now ruled in Ghent was called to the case of the
ruffians taken red-handed in the crime they had com-
mitted. The ancient laws of the city were hastily con-
sulted ; were found to be conclusive in regard to their
guilt and punishment ; a confessor was summoned ; and
ere daybreak the next morning, the four persons who
had acted the most prominent in the death of the
eschevins had tasted the same fate before the town-hall
of Ghent. ) .

‘With a sternness which formed no part of his original
nature, but which grows sadly and destructively upon-
the human heart in such scenes of excitement and vio-
lence, Albert Maurice himself saw the decree of the
municipal council carried ilt;to effect ere he trod his way

9 )
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homeward. As soon as the execution was over, he re-
turne({h to hi; d(;velling ’h anlg; exhagsteddv‘gigly allxl he had

ne through during the last eight-and-fo ours, he
‘g:st himself upon his bed, and slept.

CHAPTER 111

We must now, once more, change the scene, and
leaving Ghent to proceed step by step through all the
mazes of anarchy and confusion which are sure for a
time to succeed the overthrow of established authority,
we must trace the events which were occurring to
gme of the other personages connected with this true

story. .

On?; more, then, let us turn to the forest of Hannut,
which now, in the depth of winter, offered a very dif-
ferent scene from that which it had displayed either in
the full summer or the brown autumn. It was early in
the morning of the 20th of January, and, except on the
scattered beeches which, mingling here and there with
the oak, and the elm, and the birch, retained their crisp
brown leaves longer than any of the other trees, not a
bough in the w but, stripped of all that ornamented
it in the summer, was covered with a fine white coat-
ing of glistening frost-work. Little snow, indeed, cov-
ered the ground, and that which had fallen was too
hard frozen to have any tenacity; but,—drifted about
the forest in a fine white powder, lodged here and there
among the withered leaves, or collected in thick sweeps
upon the dingle side,—it retained no form but that given
to it by the wind; so that the deep foot-print of the
stag or boar was effaced: almost as soon as made, and
the only mark by which the eye of the most expe-
rienced huntsman could have traced the lair of his (Luan'y,
would have been by the hoar-frost briished off by the
boughs of the thickets in the animal’s course through
the wood.

The morning was as clear ‘and bright as if the sun
were starting from the dark pavilion of the night, to run
his race of glory through the long course of a summer’s
day ; but the wind, whistling keenly through the woods,
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and tingling on the cheeks of the early forester, told
that the sharp reign of winter was in the acme of its
power. .

In a wide, open, grassy spot, at about half a mile
from the high road to Louvain, were collected, on the
morning to which I refer, about a dozen of our good
friends the green riders. One or two were on horse-
back, but the greater part had dismounted, and were
employing themselves in all the various ways which
men devise to warm themselves on a winter’s morning.
They were evidently waiting for some one, and thoug
the people who are watched for by such gentry are not
generally in the most enviable situation in the world,
yet, on the present occasion, the freebooters seemed to

. have no hostile purpose in view, and spoke of the per-
; son they expected as one of themselves.
- ¢« Cold work he will have of it, Master Matthew,” said
one of the adventurers, addressing the florid white-haired
s old man, whom we have had occasion to notice some-
s what particularly in the cavern. . .
. *“By my faith!” replied the other, “ when any thing
- disagreeable is to be done, he does not spare himself.”
. “Ay,but such is the leader for us,” replied the other.
.+ “Think you he will be long? It is mighty cold, and
¢ the horses are half-frozen.”
m“Hark!” rejoined his companion ; ¢ that clatter may
or answer your question. By the Lord! he is coming
«c down the hill at a fearful rate, for so slippery as it is.
. I trust he is not pursued. Stand to your arms, my
.- men, and be ready to mount.”
"> As he spoke, the sound of a horse’s feet at full gallop
-+ was heard through the clear frosty air; and, in a mo-
oo * —which wound awa
idventurers were col-
“steep acclivity—was
: down towards them,
zard to the sharpness
of the road. He was
he distinction, that in-
nd steel cap, without
' ud was covered by a
ch was down.
in the midst of them;
ecked his horse and
o~ ste in which he had

—_——a
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arrived was now equalled by the rapidity of his words,
as he gave out a number of different orders to the men
who surrounded him, clearly and precisely, but with a
celerity which showed that no time was to be lost.

“Matthew, my good lieutenant,” he said, laying his
hand 131011 the shoulder of the old man, “ who is fittest
to send to Germany, on an errand to a prince ¥’

“ Why not myself 1’ demanded the adventurer.

“Because I want you here, and cannot do without
you,” replied the chief. -

“ Well, then, send Walter there,” rejoined the old
man: “he is a Frenchman, and courtly in his way.”

“ Courtly, and honest too,” added the Vert Gallant,
“ which is a wonder. There, Master Walter, take that
letter to the Bishop of Triers. You will find him at
Cologne with the bishop of that city. There, mount
and be gone ! you know your way. Here is a purse of
gold to pay your expenses. The bishop will send you
on to the archduke. The Germans are frugal—there-
fore be not you over-fine; yet spare not the florins,
where it may do honour to him that sent you. Away!

“ You, good Matthew, yourself,” continued the Vert
Gallant, “speed like lightning to Ghent; but cast off
zour steel jacket, and robe me yourself like the good

urgher of a country town. Seek out your old friend

Martin Fruse ; confer with him, and with his nephew
Albert Manrice ; the{()are now all powerful in Ghent.
Bid them beware of Louis King of ce. Tell them
it is his purpose to force the Princess Mary into a mar-
riage with his puny son, and*to make her yield her fair
lands into his hand, that he himself might seize them
all when death lays hold upon his sickly boy. Bid them
oppose it by all means, but by none more by delay.
Risk not your person, however; and if you cannot
speak with them in safety, write down the message,
and have it given by another hand. You, Frank Von
Halle—you are bold and shrewd, though you have but
little speech: follow Matthew Gournay, habited as his
man; but when you are within the walls of Ghent, find
out some way of speech with the princess; and,
whethér in public or in private, give her that ring, with
this small s ip of paper. Then leave the city as quickly
as you may.

1 doubt me it will be sure death,” replied Von Halle,
Qoking up with an inquiring glance
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““What! you afraid, Von Halle!” exclaimed his leader;
* but go, there is no fear.”

“ Afraid! no, no,” replied the man; “but I onl
thought, if I were to die, I would go home first, and,
with Martin of Gravelines and Dick Drub the Devil,
would drink out the pipe of sack I bought; pity it should
be wasted.” . )

“Keep it for another time,” replied the Vert Gallant,
* for, by my faith, your errand to Ghent will never stop
your drinking it.”

“ Well, well ; if I die, te]l the other two to finish it,”
replied the man; “pity it should be wasted;” and so

rang on his horse.

_“ Hold, Matthew,” cried the Vert Gallant, as the two
soldiers were about to depart without more words;
“ meet me five days hence in the wood between Swy-
naerde and Deynse. So lose no time. You know the
red cross near Astene.”

The two instantly rode off; and the Vert Gallant then
turned to the others, and continued his orders, ‘for
marching the whole force he had under his command—
which seemed to be considerable—into the woods in the
neighbourhood of Ghent.

Those woods, though then very extensive, and cover-
ing acres of ground which are now in rich cultivation,
were nevertheless too small to afford perfect shelter and
concealment for such a large body of adventurers as
had long tenanted the vaster and less frequented forest-

tracks near Hannut, unless the entire band were subdi-, -

vided into many smaller ones, and distributed through
various parts of the country. All this, however, was
foreseen and arranged by the leader of the free com-

anions ; and it is probable that he also trusted to the

istracted state of the country—throughout which any
thing like general police was, for the time, at gn end—
for perfect immunity in his bold advance to the very
gates of the capital of Flanders.

All his orders were speedily given, and one by one
his companions left him, as they received their instruc-
tions, so that at length he stood alone. He paused for
a moment on the spot, patting the neck of his strong
fiery horse ; and,—as men will sometimes do when they
fancy themselves full of successful designs,.and are
excited by the expectation of great events,—addressing
to the nearest object of the brute creation those secret
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out-breakings of the heart which he might have feared
to trust in the umsafe charge of his fellow-men.

“ Now, my bold horse, now,” he exclaimed, “the
moment is come, for which, during many a long year,
I'have waited and watched! The star of my house is
once more in the ascendant, and the reign of tyranny is
at an end—let him who dares stand between me and

ight, for not another hour will I pause till justice is

T Some.”

\zhilehe was thus speaking, a sort of slight distant
murmur came along, so mingled with the whistling of
the wind that he had to listen for some moments before
he could ascertain whether it proceeded from the mere
increased waving of the boughs occasioned by the gale
rising, or whether it was the distant sound of a number
of ?”exzom travelling along the road which he had just
pas

He was soon satisfied ; and as he clearly distinguished
voices, and the jingling tramp of a travelling party of
that daa:ol;e sprang uﬁn his horse, leaped him over a
small k that trickled half-congealed thro: the
grass, and plunﬁd into a deep thicket beyond, the bushes
and trees of which were of sufficient height to screen
him from the observation of the passengers.

The party whose tongues he had heard soon came on.
It comprised about thirty people, all well armed, and
dressed splendidly, bearing the straight cross, which at
" that time distinguished France from Burgundy. The
splendid apparel of the whole body, the number of the
men-at-arms, of which it was principally composed,
together with certain signs of peaceful dispositions on
their own part, evinced at once that the cavalcade, which
came winding along the road, consisted of some envoy
from France and his escort, furnished with those letters
of safe-conduct which guarded them from any hostile
act on the part of the government of the country through
which they passed, but prepared to resist any casual
attacks from the lawless bands that were then rife.

Not exactly at the head of the cavalcade,—for two stout
archers armed at all points led the way,—but at the head
of the principal body, appeared a small, dark, ill-featured
man, whose Kierson even an extraordi display of
splendour in his apparel sufficed not to render an{ t{::ﬁ
but what it was, insignificant. Velvet and gold,
nodding plumes, could do nothing in his favour; and the
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only thing which made his appearance in any de,
rema:we was an air of silent, calm, and determxg;z

eunning, which had in it something fearful from its very
intensity. One gazed tupon him as on a serpent, which,
however small and powerless in appearance, inspires
terror in much mightier things than itself, from the
venom of its fangs. .

He rode on glnietly, speaking little to any one ; and
that which he did say was all uttered in a calm, soft,
insinuating tone, which corresponded well with the
expression of his countenance. The rest of the party
laughed and talked with much less ceremony and re-
straint than the presence of so diiniﬁed a person as an
ambassador might have required, had he been by state
and station fit to have inspired respect. Such seemed
not to be the case in the present instance; and though
not one word on any other than the most commonplace
subjects passed among the followers of the Count de
Meulan,—for so the ambassador was called,—yet their
light laughter and gay jokes, breaking forth every mo-
ment close to his ear, were any thing but ceremonious
or reverential.

Some little difficulty seemed now to occur in regard .
to the road that the party were travelling. It aﬁpea.red
that hitherto, on turning slightly from the high road,
they had followed the foot-marks of the Vert Gallant’s
charger ; taking them for those left by the horse of an
avant-courier, who had been despatched to prepare for
them at the next town. When they found, however,
that the steps turned into the savanna, and lost them-
selves in a number of others, a halt immediately took
place ; and, after a short consultation, by order of the
ambassador, the whole party wheeled round, and wisely
returned to the high road. -

Their whole proceedings, however, had been watched
by one they knew not of ; and almost before they were
out of sight, the Vert Gallant emerged from his conceul-
ment, anﬁ, with a laugh which rang with contempt, turned
his horse’s head and galloped away. -

The Count de Me r, in other words, Olivier le
Dain, the barber of Louis XI., whom that monarch had
raised from the lowest class for the basest qualities, and
whom ae_ now s;snﬁ as ambasa;a:ii%, to treat m‘g ltlho

. young heiress of Burgundy, intrigue with her
subjects,—had hardly prooeededB A two hours on the high
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road, when a fat rolling monk of the order of St. Francis,
mounted on a sleek mule, the picture of himself, joined
the rear of the ambassador’s escort, and entering inte
jovial conversation with some of the men-at-arms,

" besought their-leave to. travel as far as they went en

the road to Ghent under their protection, alleging that
the country was in such a disturbed state, that even a
poor brother like himself could not travel in any safety.
The light-hearted Frenchmen easily granted his request,
observing, in an under tone to each other, that Olivier
the Devil,—such was the familiar cognomen of the
respectable personage they followed,—could not in all
eonscience travel without a monk in his train. -
Father Barnabas, whom we have seen before, no
sooner found himself added to the suite of the ambassador,
than he employed those means he well knew would
make his society agreeable to the men-at-arms who had
given him protection; and by many a jolly carouse, and
many a licentious bacchanalian song, he soon.won favour
on all hands. Even the barber count himself, whose
more sensual propensities were only restrained by his

. cunning, found no fault with the merry friar, whose sly

and cutting jests, combined with the sleek and quiet
look of stupidity which altways accompanied them, found
means to draw up even his lip'into a smile, that might
have been mistaken for a sneer. On one occasion he
felt disposed to put some shrewd questions to worthy
Father Barnabas, as to his situation and pursuits; and
even began to do so on the second night of their journey,
as, oecupying the best seat bK the fire in the little hos-
telry at which they lodged, he eyed the impenetrable
fat countenance before him with the sort of curiosjty
one feels to pry into any thing that we see will be diffi-
cult to discover.

But the monk was at least his match; and if the
weapons with which they en%aged in the keen contest
of their wits were not precisely the same on both parts,
the combat resembled that of the elephant and the
rhinoceros,—whenever Olivier the wicked strove to
seize the monk and close with him, his antagonist ran
under him and gored him. Thus, when, by some casual

" words, the envoy thought he had discovered that his

companion was a native of Saarvelt, and suddenly put
the question to him at once, the other replied, “ No,
no; I only remember it well, on account of a barber’s
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boy who was there, and whose real name was—pho ! I
forget his real name ; but he is a great man now-a-days,
and has held a basin under the nosé of a king.”

The quiet, unconscious manner in which this was said
left Olivier le Dain, with all his‘cunning, in doubt whether
the jolly friar really recognised in him the barber’s boy
- of Saarvelt, or whether the allusion had been merely
accidental ; but he resolved not to question any more a
person of such a memory, and possibly determined to
take care that the most effectual stop should be put to
its exercis® in future, if those plans regarding Ghent
should prove successful, in the execution of which he
'was now engaged.

Too wise, however, to show any degree of harshness
towards the monk at the time,—a proceeding which
would have pointed home the sarcasm for his men-
at-arms, on whose faces he thought he had remarked a
sneering smile as the other spoke,—he allowed good
Father Barnabas to travel on under his escort, medita-
ting a lesson for him when he arrived at his journey’s
end, which some might have thought severe. In the
mean time, as they travelled on, there was about the
monk a sort of subdued triumph—a self-satisfied chuckle
in his laugh, especially when he jested the gay and
boasting Frenchmen upon their arms and their exploits,
that occasionally wakened a suspicion in the mind of
Olivier le Dain, whose own conduct was far too crooked
for him to believe that any one else could act_ straight-
forwardly. .

Still no danger appeared; and the party arrived in
%rfect safety within about four leagues of Ghent.

ere, after pausing for supper at an inn, it was found,
on preparing to resume their journey, and enter the city
that night, that the person who had hitherto guided them
was 80 drunk as hardly to be able to sit hig horse. The
ambassador demanded a guide of the host, but none
could be found; and the worthy keeper of the inn
answered, with true Flemish coolness, that he would
not spare any one of his own household. ¢ Could not
the monk guide them?” he demanded. *If his eyes
served him, he had seen his broad face in that part of
the world before.”

“ Ay, marry can I, my son,” replied Father Barnabas;
“but 1 offer no service before it is ‘asked. There is a
proverb against it, man.”
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As the affairs he had to transact were of deep import-
ance, and minutes were of the utmost consequence to
success, Olivier le Dain, though by no means fond of
riding at night, and not at all prepossessed in favour of
the monk, consented to accept him as a guide ; and the
party accordingly set out. By a whispered a.rran%l-
ment between the respectable Count de Meulan and the -
captain of his escort, however, a large part of the
armed attendants rode on at a sufficient distance before,
to enable Olivier to make his retreat if he heard any
attack upon this avant guard, while the monk, riding
between two troopers, close to the worthy barber, was
held as a sort of hostage for the security of the road on
which he was about to pilot them. Father Barnabas,
whether he perceived any thing strange in the array in
which they set out, or not, made no opposition; and
Jjogged on contentedly upon his mule, chattering gayly
as he went, and seasoning his discourse with various
choice allusions to barbers, and basins, and beards, much
more to the gratification of the men-at-arms than of
Olivier le Dain. .

Thus proceeded the cavalcade, till they reached the

' little wood of Swynaerde, near Merebek, where the

road from Alost, in ancient days, crossed the Scheldt,
over a wooden bridge, where a certain pontage was
charged upon each horse that passed. Here the mind
of the barber ambassador was in some degree relieved,
by hearing from the toll-taker that all was quiet and safe,
though six good miles still lay between him and Ghent,
and that through a dark wood of tall trees. At the dis-
tance of about a mile from the bridge was a red cross,
marking the direction of four different roads which there
intersected each other; and the whole party paused, as
it was too dark to read the directions thereon inscribed,
to receive the instructions of the monk.

% Straight on! straight on!’ cried Father Barnabas ;
—and the fitst part of the escort moved forward, thongh
somewhat nearer to the rest of the body than before ;
but the moment they had ‘again resumeg their march
there was a low sharp whistle, and a sound of rushing
4nd rustling all around them. Olivier le Dain, who was
already fo! owixy the van, drew in his rein; and the
whistle, repeated a thousand times in different parts of
the waed round about, showed him at once that his party
was beset. Fear certainly was the predominant feeling
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in his mind ; but even that very absorbing sensation did
not banish a-passion equally strong ; and while he turned
his horse’s head to fly back to the bridge with all speed,
he did not fail to say, in a voice but.little changed from
its ordin: calm and sustained tone, “ We are be-
trayed! kill the monk!” But both Olivier’s purpose of
escape and his desire of vengeance were disappointed.
At the very first whistle, the friar had slipped unper-
ceived from his sleek mule, and passing under the
animal’s belly, was no longer to be seen ; and before the
luckless ambassador could reach the road, which led
away to the bridge, he found it occupied by armed men.
To whichever side he turned, the same sight presented
itself; and even on the highway leading to Ghent he
found a still stronger party interposed between him and
the first division of his escort. He thus stood in the
- midst of the open square of the cross road, accom-
Eggied by about twelve attendants, and surrounded by a

y of adventurers which could not be less than one or
two hundred, but which fear and darkness magnified into -
a much greater number. The scene and situation were

no means pleasant. Not a sound was to be heard,
but the echo of horses’ feet ringing over the hard frozen
ground,—from which he justly inferred that the ad-
vanced party of his escort, by whom he was neither loved
nor respected, finding themselves infinitely overmatched,
had galloped off, leaving him to his fate; and nothing
was to be seen in the darkness of the night but the
black trunks of the trees, slightly relieved l&lthe colour
of the ground, which was covered by a thin drift of
snow, while a number of dim human forms appeared,
" occupying all the different roads; and a multitude of
faint dull spots of fire, drawn in a complete circle round -
him, showed the ambassador that the slow matches of
the arquebusiers into whose hands he had fallen were
pr%pared against resistance.

'or a moment or two not a word was spoken ; but at
length a voice not far from him exclaimed, ¢ Lord a’
mercy! Only to think of the barber’s boy of Saarvelt
coming ambassador to Ghent! Lack aday! lack a day,
Noll! lack aday! thou art become a mighty great man!
Thou hast lathered and shaved to some purpose, ha, ha,
ha!” And the voice of the monk was drowned in his
own laughter, the contagious merriment of whose thick

4
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plum-porridge sounds instantly affected all around ; and
the wmforest rang and echoed to the peals.

“ What would ye, fair sirs 1’ demanded the soft silken
tones of Olivier le Dain. “If laughter be all ye seek,
laugh on; but let me pass upon my way. If it be gold
ye wg.nt, there, take my purse; I make you welcome
to it. .

“ A fool and his money!” cried the monk, snatching

_the purse. “But, faith! Master Noll, the barber, it is
generous of you to give what you cannot keep unless -
we like it.”

¢ Cease your fooling, monk!” cried the stern voice
of some one advancing from the wood. * Get off your
horse, sir barber; you shall know my pleasure with

ou when it suits me to tell it. And now answer me!

ow dare you, a low mechanical slave, presume to un-
dertake a mission to the Duchess of Burgundy, without
ene drop of noble blood in your veins ¥’

“ Your pardon, fair sir!” replied Olivier, dismounting
slowly, and standing in an attitude of deprecation before
the tall commanding figure by whom he was addressed;
—*your pardon; I was rendered noble by my sove-
reign lord the king, for the very purpose, as his letters
patent will show.”

“Faith ! the letters patent must be miraculous ones,
that could ennoble one drop .of your slave’s blood,”
replied the Vert Gallant. ¢ There, take him away!
Treat him not ill ; but keep him safe and fast. Search -
his person, his servants, and his sumpter-horses. Ex-
amine well the stuffings of the saddles, and the paddings
of their coats; and bring every paper and parchment
you may find.”

“But listen to me, fair sir! Only hear me!” en-
treated Olivier le Dain. “ Surely you will not show
such treatment to an ambassador. . My (fapers and my
person are sacred in every Christian land.” -

“Pshaw!” cried the Vert Gallant. “When Louis King
of France so far forgets what is due to a princess, as to
send to the heiress of Burgundy a mean, cunning barber
as an ambassador,_ he can only expect that others will
also forget the character with which he chooses to in-
vest his lackey. Besides, what is it to me that you are
ambassador to Burgundy? You are no ambassador to
me. I am duke of the forests; and when you come as
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envoy to me, you shall have forest cheer. Away with
him, and do my bidding !”

Closely guarded, but well treated, Olivier le Dain and
his attendants were detained for some days in the
woods near Ghent, during the greater part of which
time, though occasionally compelled to sleep in a hut
of boughs, they resided generally in a small lonely
house, which had belonged in former days to the
forester. .

At length, one morning, suddenly, while the twilight.
was still gray, the ambassador and his followers were
called from their repose, and placed upon the horses.
which brought them. All their apparel and jewels.
were restored, as well as their arms; and of the trea-
sure which the barber had brought with him, for the
purpose of bribing the populace of Ghent, a sufficient
portion was left in his possession to maintain his dig-
nity, but not to effect the object he had intended.

e was then told to follow his own course, for that he
was free to come or go; and with all speed he turned
his rein towards Ghent, at which place he arrived in
safety, though seven days after the period which he had
fixed for his coming. .

CHAPTER IV.

Ix the mean time, many events had ocourred within
the walls of the city of Ghent, of which some account
must be given, though perhaps it may be necessary to
follow the same desultory manner in which they are
related in shrewd old Philip de Comines and pompous
Jean de Molinet.

The quelled tumult, the extinguished fire, and the
prompt justice done upon some of the incendiaries,
spread in a thousand shapes through the town; and as,
whenever fame has marked a hero for her own, she
never fails to load him with many more honours than
his due, Albert Maurice had soon acquired the reputa-
tign of a thousand miracles of skill, and courage, and
judgment, far beyond the acts he had really performed.
Thus, when, after a brief sleep and a hasty repose, he
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issued forth from his house the next morning, and rode
on to the town-house, he found the people—on whose
wrath for their thwarted passions he had fully counted
—ready, on the contrary, to shout gratylations and
plaudits on his path. At the town-house, the syndics
and notables of all the trades had already assembled,
and the druggist Ganay was in the very act of pro-
gosing that an address of thanks.and applause should
e voted to the young burgher for his noble and cour- °
us conduct of the preceding evening. Albert
aurice, however, was not to be blinded; and even

when the druggist was declaiming vehemently against

the outrages of the foregoing night, and lamenting that
the populace had dealt upon the eschevins without due
judgment by law, the eye of the young citizen fixed
upon him with ?eglance of keen reproach, which Ganay
at once translated, and translated rightly—* You have

To have done so, however, was no matter of shame
to the dark and artful man who was speaking; and, as
their eyes met, a slight smile of triumphant meaning
curled his lip, while with a fresh burst of eloquence he
called upon the assembly to testify their admiration of
the man who had saved the city from pillage and con-
flagration. The .address of thanks was carried b
acclamation; and Albert Maurice soon found that it
was the determination of the more active part of the
citizens, under the immediate influence of Ganay, to
carry forward with eager rapidity all those bold mea-
sures which would deprive the sovereigns of any real
power for the future, and rest it entirely in the hands
of the people—or rather, in the hands of whatever per-
son courage, energy, and talent to snatch it from
their grasp, and retain it in his ewn. Twenty-six
eschevins, together with the lieutenant-bailli, and three
pensioners, were immediately elected by the citizens,
to replace those who had been massacred, and to ad-
minister the law; but the grand bailli and chief pen-
sioner were still to be elected, and Albert Maurice with
surprise heard the determination of the people to con-
found those two high offices in his own person. From
the body of magistrates three persons were selected,
as a president and two consuls, as they were called,
and extraordinary powers were intrusted to them.

_deceived me.”

The president named at once was the chief officer of
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the city, Albert Maurice; and Ganay, the druggist, was
added as one of the consuls. The third office was not
80 easily filled ; and a strong attempt was made to raise
to it a fierce and brutal man, whose talents perhaps ap-
peared greater than they really were, from the total
want of any restraints of feeling and moral principle,
to limit the field in which they were exercised. .

Some one, however, luckily proposed the name of
worthy Martin Fruse; and his nomination, seconded by
the eloquent voice of his nephew, was instantly acqui-
esced in by all. A slight cloud passed over the brow of
the druggist as he found his power likely to be counter-
balanced by the influence of one who, if he possessed
no other' quality to render him great, had at least that
rectitude of feeling which was a fearful stumbling-block
in the way of crooked designs. But unchangeable de- -
termination of purpose, and unscrupulous exercise of’
means, had rendered the druggist so often successful in
things which seemed hopeless, that he bore, with scarcely
a care, any change of circumstances, confident of finding
some path to his object in the end.

After one of those noisy and tumultuous assembli
in the course of which, though no business is translc&
with calm reason, an infinity of acts are performed by
impulse, the meeting at the town-house broke up; and *
while Martin Fruse returned to his dwelling on foot, as
was his invariable custom, Albert Maurice and the &ﬁg-

ist mounted their horses and rode slowly home 5

eir conversation was long and rapid—too long, indeed,

for transcription here; but the commencement of it
must not be omitted, even for the sake of brevity.

“ Ganay, you have deceived me !” said Albeit Mau-
rice, gs soon as they were in some degree free from the
crowd. . :

«“1 have !” was the calm regly of the druggist. “You
are wteful, Albert. You have never thanked me for
it. at, lyou would pretend you do not see cause for
thanks! Had not the populace taken it into their own
hands, the council must have condemned those foul vul-
tures who have solong preyed upon us. Ay, Isaymust;
and then whose riame but that of Albert Maurice
must have stood among others in the order for their
death? AsI have m d it, the severity was no act
of yours. You have offended none—no, not even the
princess; and, on the contrary, you have had the means

4f
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of add.ing, in one night, more to your fame than your
whole life has won before. You have had an opportu-
nity of winning honour and respect from commons and
from nobles, and love and gratitude from Mary of Bur-
gundy. Still further, have iylrou not, in one night,-in con-
sequence of acts with which you accuse me almost asa
crime~have you not climbed to the very height of
power in your native land!—ay, I say the height of
power; for who is there, be he duke, or count, or prince,
who has so much authority as he who sways the power
of all the people of Flanders? A few steps more, and
your hand may seize the—"

“ Tge what 1” demanded Albert Maurice, as the other

aused. :
P No matter,” replied the druggist. ¢ The gates of
ambition are cast wide open before you; and you must
on, whether you will or not.”

“Ha! and who shall force me !’ demanded Albert
Maurice.

“ Fate !—Destiny !” replied the druggist. *’Tis many

ears ago, and you were then a mere boy ; but I remem-

r. your fate was predicted in the forest of Hannut by
that gloomy old lord, whose only commune, for many a
year, had been with the bright stars. *Twas one night
when we fell accidentally into the hands of the free
companions—and he foretold that you should go on from
power to power successfully through life, and that no
one should check ﬂou but yourself.”

“ And do you believe in such vain dreams?” rejoined
Albert Maurice.

“1 believe,” replied the gist, ‘gravel , “that our
lot through life is immutably fixed from the cradle to
the grave; that like a wild horse we may foam and

lunge, or like a dull jade plod onward at a foot-pace—

ut that the firm rider Fate still spurs us on upon the
destined course; and when the stated goal is won, casts
down the bridle on our neck, and leaves us to repose.
I believe, too, that the stars, as well as many other
things, may tell, to those who study them, events to
‘come ; for, depend upon it, every thing throughout the
universe fits closely, like the blocks cut for a perfect
arch; so that, from the form and position of the neigh-
bouring stones, a person who has deeply studied may
tell to a certainty the shape and size of any other.”

Albert Maurice mused for a moment over the con.
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fession of this strange creed, and its illustration, and
‘then ;iemanded, % What did the old lord say concerning
me ! .

The druggist repeated his former words; and his
young companion again mused for a brief space. Then
suddenly bringing back the conversation to the matter
in which it arose, he said, “ Ganay, you have deceived
me ; and not for my interest, but for your own revenge ;
you have worked your will, and I trust that you are now
sated. Better for us both to labour together as far as
may be, than stand in the very outset face to face as
foes. Are you contented with the blood already shed 1"

“ There must be one more !” said the druggist, reso-
lutelX'.I
« And whom do you aim at now 1” demanded the young
citizen, with no small loathing and horror towards his
companion ; but yet with a conviction that by some
means he would accomﬂlish his purpose.

It matters not,” replied Ganay ; “but set your mind
at ease. The man to whom I point is less an enemy to
myself than an enemy to the state; and I give you my
promise that I will practise naught against his life but
with your consent. So guilty is he, and so convinced
shall you be of his guilt, that your own hand shall sign
the warrant for his death. But, oh! Albert Maurice, if

ou believe that the blood shed last night is all that must
ge shed to effect the purposes you seek, sadly, sadly do
you deceive yourself. Prepare to bid it flow like water,
or betake you to a monastery! Ambition joined to
faint-hearted pity is like a tame lion at a show led about
hy a woman.” .

“ But there is such a thing as patriotism,” replied
Albert Maurice ; yet he named the word but faintly, com-
g:;ed with the tone he would have given it three days

ore.

“ Ay,” said the druggist; *patriotism! The first step
to ambition—but that stage is past.” : ’

Well did Ganay know that there exists no means of
persuading a human being to any course of action so
powerful as by convincing him it is inevitable. - To do
80, however, there must be probability as a basis; and
Ganay had watched too closely the most minute turns
of his companion’s behaviour during many months, not to
divine the spark of ambition lying half-smothered at the
bottom of his heart. Nor haXthe effect of Mary of Bur-
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ndy’s eyes upon the colour and. the voice of Albert
ﬁ]aurice been lost u;;]on the keen spirit that followed
him ; and he fancied he beheld an easy method of bend-
ing him to his own pur&ose. He saw, indeed, that if,
either by love or any other means, he could fan that
spark into a flame, he must leave him to run his
course, without a struggle or a hope to deprive him of
the prize; nay, that he must aid him with his whole
cunning to raise up a new authority in the land, on the
basis of that they were about to overthrow. But Ganay
was not ambitious of aught but avarice and revenge;
ang he soon perceived that these two master-passions of
his soul must be gratified by Albert Maurice in his ascent
to power.

As he rode on, he spoke long of their future prosgectS.
He cast away at once the enthusiastic cant he had at
one time assumed towards him, of patriotism and the
entire abnegation of self; and, in order to habituate lis

ind fully to the dreams of ambition, he spoke of them
as things already determined and to be. But still, to
smooth the transition, he failed not to point out the
mighty benefits that a ruler with a truly liberal heart
might confer upon his people—it mattered not what he
was called—governor, lord, duke, prince, or king. As
for a pure republic, the land was not yet in a state fit for
it, he said : but what a boon—a mighty boon—might not
that man grant to the whole world, who, starting up from
among the people, were to rule them for their own hap-
piness alone, and to show to other monarchs the im-
mense advantages of such a swa:{.

“ But if you speak of this land,” replied Albert Maun-
rice, in whose heart he had discovered the unfortified
spot,—“ but if you speak of this land, how can any man
80 start ‘up, without tearing her inheritance from the
gentlest, the noblest of beings 1”

“ By one means alone,” replied Ganay, in a grave
decided tone : “by uniting her fate with his own.’

Albert Maurice, thrown off his guard by so bold and
straight-forward an allusion to that which was passi
in his own heart, suddenly drew in his reins, and glanc
his eye over the countenance of the druggist, to see if
there were no sneer at the presum&tion of his ve
dreams hidden beneath the calm tone the other auumelz
But all was tranquil, and even stern; and, after a mo-

mentary pause, the young burgher replied, though with
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a flushed and buming cheek,—*1If, as we know herto -
be, she is so gentle, and noble, and kind-hearted, as you
admit, why not leave her to rule her hereditary lands by
the dictates of her generous will?”

““ What ! before a year be over,” replied Ganay, “to

ive her hand, and with it the wealth, and welfare, and
gxla piness of her people, to some of the groud tyrants
unger which the country groans—or, at the instigation
of her intriguing ministers, to bestow the whole upon
.some foreign prince, who will come among us without
one sympathy, to grind into the dust the stranger-subjects
given him like serfs as a part of his wife’s portion !—Is
this what you would have ?”

Albert Maurice was silent, but not so Ganay ; and, as
they proceeded, with poisenous eloquence poured.
forth every argument to show both the necessity and the
facility of the course he suggested. He cited Artevelte
as an instance of what talented ambition had accom-
plished in that very city, and in an age when all the
institutions of feu &1;1 e were a thousand-fold stricter
than they had since become. He depicted him, now a
lackey in a noble house in France, and then a mead-
brewer in Ghent, and then a popular leader, and then a
companion of princes, seated beside the conquering and
‘accomplished Edward of England, treating as a prince
with Philip of France, waging war at the head of mighty

" armies, and balancing the fate of Europe by his power.

He had fallen, at length, he said, it was true ; but he had
fallen by his vices and his follies ; and as far as virtues,
talents, courage, or accomplishments went, could Arte-
velte compete, for one hour, with the man to whom he
then spoke? The one was a lackey, risen from the
lowest order of the state; the other sprung from the
highest class of the burghers of‘the first commercial
city in the north of Europe—burghers who.already ,
ranked almost with nobility, and who, in fact, should
rank far higher. :

With the skill of a practised musician, whose finger
hts with nice precision on all the tones and half-tones
of his instrument, Ganay found means to touch every
feeling in the bosom of the young burgher, and make
every chord vibrate with the sound that he desired.
True it is, indeed, that the heart of Albert Mauxice was
not one to have been thus worked upon had not the feel-
ings been already there; and the task of his companion
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—an one in comparison—was merely to excite
those?':z{ings into stronger-action. .

At length they reached the door of his own dwelling ;
and Albert Maurice alighted from his horse without ask-
ing the ist to do so too: but Ganay rode on con-
tented ; for he saw that he had given the young citizen
matter for thoughts which he sought to indulge in

rivate, and he desired no better. Nor had his words
ailed to sink deep. Albert Maurice, indeed, passed
rapidly over in his mind all the intermediate steps;
but there rested behind, as a result, the proud, the in-
spiring conviction, that all which he chose to snatch at
was within his grasp—that in one single day he had
reached a hei%ht of power from which it was but a step
to the side of Mary of Burﬁndy; and the conviction
was a dangerous one for his virtue and his peace.
Much, however, was still to be done; and he sat down
to revolve all that must be attempted to render the
daring hopes of mingled love and ambition, with which
his own heart beat, a passion of the people—to crush,
or scatter, or circumvent the many rivals that must and
would arise—and to win the love of her upon whose
affections all his dreams were founded. For the latter
object he felt that it was necessary to bury deep in his
own heart the aspirations which rose within it, till mani-
fold communings, service, and tenderness should have
ripened the esteem in which he saw he was held into
warmer feelings. Thus he pondered till, before he was
aware, schemes were formed, and deeds were prepared,
- which all eternity could not annul.

The following days gassed much in the same manner ;
but each day brought forward to the light some of the
many difficulties with which the young citizen would
have to contend in his progress towards the great object
before his eyes ; but which, having calculated upon them
from the first, he was prepared to meet as soon as they
assumed a tangible form. During the course of that
morning which followed the day of his elevation to the
supreme power in the city, the levy of a large body of
troops was voted, and the entire command was assigned
to himself ; but, before night, the Lord of Ravestein, the
Duke of Cleves, and ‘the Bishop of Liege arrived, to
counsel and support the princess; and though each
came separately, their train, united, amounted to nearly
a thousand men. A wary guard, however, was held

MARY OF BURGUNDY; OR,
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upon the gates of Ghent; and only thirty attendants
were allowed to pass within the wali‘; in company with
each of the noble visiters, while, much to the discon-
tent of their lords, the rest were sent back to their
various territories.

A new scene of intrigue immediately followed the
arrival of these princes in the palace; and it soon
reached the ears of Albert Maurice, that the Duke of
Cleves was moving heaven and earth'to obtain the
hand of the orphan princess of Burgundy for his son.
Almost at fhe same time, good Martin Fruse received
intelligence, from a quarter which we-already know,
that Louis XI. sought to unite France and Burgundy by
a union between the heiress of Charles the Bold and
his sickly child the dauphin: and it soon became évi-
dent, that Imbercourt and Hugonet, supported by the
Lord of Ravestein, were eagerly pressing Mary to
sacrifice her own feelings to the benefit of her country,
and to bestow her hand upon the feeble boy.

Clear, however—most clear, it was, both to Albert
Maurice and to the druggist Ganay, that while these
parties contended for mastery, they must equally court
the people of Ghent; and more especially must bow to
the young citizen himself, whose gower they all well
knew, and whose designs they did not saspect. Of
neither of .the parties at the court did Albert Maurice
at first entertain much fear; for he felt sure that the
heart of Mary of Burgundy, however tutored to sacri-
fice her own will, would strongly revolt against either
alliance,—the one with a fierce and brutal sot—the other
with a sickly child. But tidings speedily arrived which
made him fear that force or terror would soon compel
the unhaggy girl to yield herself to France. News now

- reached him from an unknown hand, that Louis was
already in the field; that Picardy was full of the troops
of France; and that Comines and Bourbon were ad-
vancing along the line of the Somme. An ambassador,
too, he was warned at the same time, was on his way
from France to Ghent; and to show the young citizen
that he was sent rather to tamper with the people than

to negotiate with the princess, or even with the mu-
nicip?f::ouncil, copies of his commission and instruc-
tions reached him from an unknown source, together
with an assurance that some days would yet elapse
before he could appear at the gates,

L3
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The nsar ach of the ambassador, whom we have
already seen gelayed on his journey, remained unknown
in the palace ; but hourly tidings were received of the
progress of the French king, and of his unjust claims
upon the whole inheritance of the late Duke of Bur-
gundy. The pretences he set forth were so futile and
absurd—so contrary to every principle of law or justice
—that every one believed his sole motive was to force
the heiress of Burgundy into an immediate marri
with his son. Imbercourt, Hugonet, and all the minis-
ters of the late duke saw his ﬂproceedings in the same

int of view; and incessantly besought the unhappy

ry to yield to her fate, and, before her dominions
were entirely incorporated with France, to avert the mis-
fortunes that must fall upon herself and her people, by
yielding her hand to the dauphin.

The same conclusion in regard to the motives of
Louis XI. was drawn by the Duke of Cleves; but the
result on his own conduct was totally different. Instead
of beseeching Mary to yield to necessity, he opposed
such advice with determined and angry vehemence.
He stigmatized Hugonet and Imbercourt as traitors;
and, in order to destroy the powerful party opposed to
his own views in the council of the princess, he laid
himself out to court the people ; rode side by side with
Albert Maurice through the streets of the city, amid
the shouts of the multitude; and, after having excited
the municipal body to petition that their president might
have a seat in the provincial council of Flanders, he
himself presented the address, which he knew that
neither Mary nor her ministers dared to refuse.

Albert Maurice, however, suffered himself not to be
dazzled: and though joy inexpressible thrilled at his
heart at every triumfhant step he took in advance;
though his whole soul rejoiced at the constant opportu-
nity now afforded him of daily communication with her
he dared to love; yet he allowed neither passion nor
success for a moment to relax his energies or his watch-
fulness ; and he yielded to the pretensions of the Duke
of Cleves in favour of his son, only so far as might stay
the precipitate haste with which the French alliance

ight otherwise have been concluded.

- With Imbercourt he clashed continually; and the
firm, calm reasoning of the minister was constantly met
and overpowered by the fiery and brilliant eloquence of
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the young citizen. Nor was he, even in opposing her
faithful and her esteemed minister, without derivi
some encouragement from the eyes of Mary hersellli‘,
whenever the discussion took place in her presence:
for though she both loved and reverenced the wise and

ant friend of her father, who advocated, for her own
interests, the proposed union with the dauphin; yet to
her heart that union was so repugnant, that she could not
but look with pleasure on every one who opposed it,
nor listen without delight to arguments which gave her
Bew courage to resist. ) )

Nor did Albert Maurice ever support the idea of her
marriage with another; so that while advancing his
own design, and winning both her gratitude ard admira-
tion, he 'was never found in opposition to her wishes;
and still, when he appeared, she welcomed his coming
with a smile and with a look of pleasure which, with- .
out the slightest purpose of deceit, served painfully to
deceive.- ] :

Nevertheless, the Duke of Cleves made rapid pro-
gress; and, not contented with the efforts of the young
citizen to oppose the French alliance, he left no means
untried to stimulate the people to support his own de-
sign. The watchful eye of Albert Maurice was indeed
upon him, but still his strides towards the accomplish-
ment of his schemes were more speedy than the other
had anticipated; and the cries he heard when onc
riding towards the palace, of “ Long live the Duke o
Cleves! Long live his gallant son!” showed him at
once that it was time to raise up some barrier against
his pretensions. At the same time, he felt, that to give
even a slight support to the opposite party might prove
fatal to his hopes; and, after a long consultation with
Ganay, he determined to seek out some one who might
openly pretend to Mary’s hand, and draw away the coun-

- tenance of the people from the Duke of Cleves; but

whose pretensions would be even more repugnant, not
only to herself, but to her ministers, her friends, and hex
nobles, than even his own might prove thereafter. But
who was to be the man?

Accompanied by the crowd of attendants who new
always followed his footstﬂn when be rode forth ag
chief magistrate of Ghent, Albert Maurice hastened
the palace some minutes before the council met, ang
was admitted to the presence of the princess, whose

You. I1.—C 5
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smile gave him even a more glad recepfion than ordi-
nary. She was not alone, however; for besides her
usual train of ladies, a paie, a chamberlain, and a man
dressed as a peasant, but whose scarred cheek told tales
of warlike broils, stood before her when he entered. .
- “Oh! you are most welcome, sir president,” said
the princess, *“and have come to afford me counsel at a
good moment. Here is a ring just returned to me,
which I gave some months ago to a stranger who saved
me, I believe, from death, in a thunder-storm, near
Tirlemont. I promised, at the same time, that on his
sending it back, I would grant whatever he might ask,
if it were consistent with my honour and my digni;{.
8S8ee what he says on this slip of parchment.— He
to whom the Duchess of Burgundy gave this ring de-
mands, as the boen of which it is a pledge, the instant
liberation of Adolphus Duke of Gueldres, and his resto-
ration to his own domains.’ .
Albert Maurice almost started ; for there wag a strange
coincidence between the demand which the princess had
ﬁust read, and the thoughts which had been passing in
is mind as he rode thither. ¢ Lady,” he said, “it
seems to me that there is but one counsel to be given
you. Your word is pledged ; the liberation of the Duke
of Gueldres—monster though he be—is consistent with
z]olgr honour and dignity ; and your promise must be

lled.”

“ You always judge nobly, sir president,” replied
the princess; “and I thank you now, and ever shall
thank you, for supporting that which is just and gener-
ous, however cont it may be to apparent interests.”

“Believe me, madam,” replied the you:f citizen,

“bending low to conceal the joy that sparkled in his
eyes,—* believe me, that it shall ever bé my endeavour
to strive both to obtain your best interests, and those
of the country, which are, indeed, inseparable; and T
would ask you as a boon through all the fature—what-
ever you may see or think strange in my demeanour—
to believe that your gond and my country’s are still the
motive.”

¢ | will—I will, indeed,” replied the princess; * for it
would be hard to make me suppose that you, whom 1
have seen act so nobly in circumstances of personal
danger and difficulty, would forget your honour and
integrity when trusted by your countrymen and your |
sovereign.”
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" A slight flush passed over the cheek of Albert Mau-
rice, at such praise. It was not exactly that he knew -
himself undeserving of it, for he had laboured hard and
successfully to convince himself that his own agﬁmn-
dizement, the welfare of the country—aey, and he
almost hoped, the hzﬁ;piness of Mary herself—were
inseparably united. He replied, however—not with
worgs of course, for his lightest thoughts were seldom
commonplace—but vaguelz; and, after a few questions
addressed to the man who bore the ring, which he
seemed unwilling to answer, the princess rendered her
promise to liberate the Duke of Gueldres definite, and
the messenger was suffered to depart.

At the meeting of the council, which followed imme-
diately, the matter was discussed and concluded, and the
orders to set the duke at liberty were instantly des-
patched. It was accompanied, however, by the express
command of the princess—whose abhorrence for that
base, unnatural son, turbulent subject, and faithless
friend, was unconcealed—that he should,immediately
retire to his own domains, and never present himself
before her. ’

More important matters occupied the council also.
New tidings had been received from the frontiers; and
all those tidings were evil. No doubt could now exist,
that while his principal officers were invading the duchy
of Burgundy in the east, Louis X1., with an overwhelm-
ing force, was marching onward towards Flanders, taki;
possession of all those fair lands which had descendgi
to the lmhaip princess at the death of her father, and
meeting with little opposition on his way.. Already Ab- .
beville had thrown open its gates. Ham, Bohaim, St.
Quentin, Ruye, and Montdidier had followed; and Pe-
ronne—proud, impregnable Peronne—had been yielded
at the first summons. :

Agzain the Lord of Imbercourt boldly and strongly
urged the absolute necessity of propitiating the King of
France, and arresting his farther progress, by the im-
mediate union, or at least affiancing, of the Princess of
Burgundy and the heir of the French crown. It was the
only means, he said—it was the only hope of preserv-
ing any part of the dominions, which, by various events,

been united under the coronet of Burgundy; and
was it not better, he asked, for the princess to ca
them as a dowry to her hgssband, than to come portion-
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less to the same prince at last, and receive thé honour
of his alliance as a matter of grace and favour?

« My lords,” replied Albert Maurice, rising as soon as
the other had sat down, * already a thousand times have
you heard my arguments against the base and ungen-

“erous step proposed ; often have 1 shown, by reasoning,
that the interests of France and Burgundy are as dis-
tinct as it is possible to conceive, and that centuries
must elapse before they can be united. But, if such be
the case with the duchy of Burguandy itself, and all its
immediate dependencies, how muck more so is it the
¢ase with Flanders and Brabant. With Engfind, the
eternal enemy of France, has ever been our great com-
mercial intercourse ; to our friendship with England do
we owe our commercial existence; and the moment
that this land is united to the enemy of that great coun-
try, that moment our wealth, our ]ilrosperitz, our being
as a distinct land, are at an end. All this 1 have shown,
taking a mere political view : but remembering that I
spoke to knights and nobles, to men who can feel for
national honour, and fear national disgrace, I have also
pointed out the shame—the burning shame—that it
would be in the eyes of all Christendom, the moment
that your bold and gallant prince is dead, to truckle to
his often worsted enemy ; to yield to Louis the lands
which Charles the Bold so stoutly maintained inst
him ; and to give his daughter’s hand.to the son of that
base foe, whose dark and traitorous intrigues effected,
more than aught on earth, {our sovereign’s overthrow
and death. Already have 1 demanded why, instead of
all those degrading concessions, you do not prepare
defences in the field, and, rather than talking of yield-
ing tamely to an unjust tyrant, you do not go forth to
encounter him with lance and sword, as in the days of
the great duke. But now I must use another language
-] age more bold and more decided—and say that
Flanders, Hainault, and Brabant will never, consent to
be the slaves of France,—France, who has so often
wronged us, and whose efforts, vain as they have been,
have never ceased to at the dominion of these
- lands. More ! I say—and by my voice the three united
states now speak to the councils of Burgundy—that we
will consider and pursue, as a false and perfidious traitor
"bought with the gold of France to betray hislady’s in-
terest, that man, whoever he may be, who henceforth
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rince.”

The Duke of Cleves eagerly supported the bold speech
of the young citizen, as did also the Bishop of Liege—
more perhaps from personal hatred to Imbercourt, than
from any real disapprobation of the French alliance. -
Warm and violent words passed on all parts; and the
discussion had reached a pitch of dangerous turbulence,
when it was announced that the Count de Meulan, envoy
extraordinary from the King of France, had just entered
the city, and taken up his e at the principal inn of
the place. :

This news gave a different turn to the deliberations of
the council ; and after determining that the reception of
the ambassador should take place the following day, it
broke up ; and its various members separated, with those
feelings of personal animosity burning in their bosoms -
which have 80 often proved fatal to great designs.

CHAPTER V.

Agovut seven o’clock at night a post arrived in Ghent,
bearing the unwelcome intelli e that Hesden, Mon-
treuil, Boulogne, Cambray, many other places, had
yielded tothe arms of France; that Philippe de Créve-
ceeur, the oldest and most tried servant of the house of
Bargundy, had goné over to the enemy ; and that Arras
itself was lost to Flanders. Such were the tidings that
reached Albert Maurice, while busily debating with
Ganay, in a private chamber of the Hotel de Ville, the
means of raising, as rapidly as possible, a large force for
the defence of the country.

The messenger delivered the sealed packets into the
hangs of the young president, with notice that they
were of the utmost importance; but, ere he opened
them, Albert Maurice dismissed the bearer calmly, and
finished the phrase which his entrance had interrupted,
He then broke the seals, and read ; and as he proceeded,
notwithstanding his great command over his own feel-
ings, it was clear, from thg*contmction of his brow, and
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the quivering of his lip, that the tale therein written was'
any- thing but pleasing.
asting them on the table, after a moment’s deep
thought, the young citizen laid his hand sternly uponr
the papers, and, a;{proaching the lamp towards them,
inted to the fatal tidings from Arras, saying to his
Egen campanion, “This 1s sad! this is terrible! We
must, if possible, keep this from the knowledge of the
council till this pitiful ambassador has had his reply.”

Ganay read the contents of the papers over, word by
word; then raising his eyes to the face of his compan-
ion, and compressing his *hin, bloodless lips, he replied,
calmly but sternly, *Imbercourt must die !

Albert Maurice started. “No, no! not so,” replied
he; “1 am not one of those tigers, Ganay, to cross
whose path is death. He may oppose me in the council ;
he may even thwart me in my plans; and yet not die,
Ganay. But if he betray my country, his deed be :lpon
his head. I will crush him with my heel, as I would a
viper.

“ Imbercourt must die!” reiterated Ganay, in the
same stern, determined tone he had used before. “ He
will betray your country and mine,—and he dies. 1have
marked him well. I see his plans. He, like the traitors
who have gone over before, will sell his country to
France for gench gold: and he must die. The only
difference between him and this Philippe de Crévecceur
is, that the one, less cunning than the other, went over
with nothing but his own brute courage to sell ; while
this Imbercourt, take my word for it, will carry, as mer-
chandise to Louis of France, the hand of Mary of Bur.
guntll&'. and the coronet of all these states.” -

“Never!” cried Albert Maurice, stung to the heart, as
the other had intended, and etriking his clenched hand
upon the table ; “never! My head or his shall whiten
in the wind over the battlements of Ghent, before such
a sacrifice be consummated.”

The moment he had spoken, however, he felt that he
had given Ganay an advantage ; and well understanding
that the game between him and his subtle comrade was
one that admitted of no oversight, and that he must be
as much upon his guard with his apparent friend as with
a declared enemy, he hastened to turn the conversation
from a topic on which he could not speak wisely. “ We
must think further,” he said; “ we must think further !
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§n the mean time,” he added abrusﬂy, ‘“gee you to this
messenger, that he do not spread his news abroad be-
fore the reception of the worthy ambassador which
Louis has deigned to send. I have that in yon cabinet
‘which shall overthrow, at a word, all that_his cunning
can -advance, were he as cunning as the fiend whose
name he takes. At the same time, Ganay, I must trust
to your zeal also, my friend, for the skilful management
of “our other purpose. This Duke of Gueldres {lou
must render popular with the citizens, and oppose him
strongly to the Duke of Cleves. Not too far, however;
1 would equally divide between them the power that the
Duke of Cleves at present helds entire. tter it were,
nevertheless, that the people ever-favoured him of
Gueldres than the other; for he has ne hope. Every
noble in the land would rise up against him; and, at
the worst, it were but three passes of this steel”-~and
he touched the hilt of his sword—*to send him howl-
ing to the place he has so long deserved; and to win
me the thanks of all the world, for ridding it of sucha
monster.”

Notwithstanding all his care, Albert Maurice felt~—and
felt angrily—that the eager passions of -his heart would
burst forth, and display more of his real feelings and
emotions than he was willing to expose. Ganay smiled,
too, as he listened; and with his smiles there was al-
‘ways mingled a degree of mockery of the person who
excited them, which rendered their meaning very
doubtful. ‘

“ May I trust you!” demanded Albert Maurice,
sternly.

“You may,” answered the druggist. “Doubt me not;
for with you, Albert Maurice, I am more frank a thou.
sand-fold than with any other human being. We are
like two men playing one game of chess against a
whole host of adversaries; and it is necessary that we
should see each other's moves. Your game I know,
Albert ; and mine, 1 do not seek to conceal from you;
for it would be both useless and fatiguing. I will, then,
'do dyonr bidding in regard to these {wo men of Cleves
and Gueldres; and so play them off against each other,
that they shall both cembine, in their dissensions, to
raise you to the height of your ambition.”

He spoke boldly ; and Albert Maurice felt that, for
once at least, he spoke truly; though, perhaps, he saw
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that notwithstanding they were in some sort partners
in the game, as Ganay had depicted them, yet they
weore playing for differcnt stakes, and might soon find
that they had different interests.

.” ¢ And when this game is won, Ganay,” said he calmly,
after a brief pause—*this game in which you and I
stand as ners,~say, are we to turn round the board,
and - sing lg play one short game more, against each
other !—Ha! is it not 80 1"

“No; on my life !” replied Ganay, with a degree of
fervour unustal with him.—* No; on my life, yo
man. I have my passions, like my neighbours ; but
. am without ambition. Do you, too, believe me without
a touch of feeling? You have shown me kindness in
times past ; you once saved the life of one that is now
no more ; three years ago you held my head when it
throbbed with fever, when we were together on the
shores of the Adriatic: and if you cross not my pur-
pose—if you oppose not the stronger passion, which

ides, and struggles with, and masters all—you shall

d that my gratitude is only second to my revenge.
Even more !” he added, resuming his ordinary air of
calm shrewdness: “ I can be even grateful for those
things which I accor:‘flieh by your means—though
without your :ﬂ}i ; @ on{ll commeon ;ﬂ‘olrtsthtor one
great purpose bind us er more firmly than you
tl'iink.p So, now, farewetl(l,?-e—but remember, I tell ;ou
Imbercourt is a traitor—and he must die !”

“If he be a traitor, die most certainly he shall,”
replied Albert Maurice ; “but in regard to that man, I
mistrust my own motives too much to rely on my own

ent. More, Ganay!—still more!—I mistrust
your motives too ; and I will not rely on your judgment
either. Nay, ll:ﬂroteli: not! I see your bitter persever-
ing hatred of that man as clearly as if your bosom were
of glass, though 1 see not the occasion of it. But it
matters not what be the occasior.—I doubt myself, and
I doubt you; and others, more impartial than either
you or 1, shall judge him, though, God knows, I know
no cause of enmity you can have towards him.—So
no&,“{:rgwﬂl.” led with led

y’s lip curled with a very mingled expression,
as Albert Maurice pronounced the last words, but he
made no reply ; and, leaving the young citizen, he pro-
eeeded to confer with the messenger who had lately
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arrived, and then held a long and secret conference
with Maillotin du Bac. ) :

The post that brought such unwelcome tidings from
the frontier supped well at the Maison de Ville, and
resting his weary limbs upon his bed, soon found the
sweet sleep of fatigue ; nor did he ever stir from the pre-
cincts of the building. No one saw him without its

; no one held conference with him within, except
in the presence of Ganay himself. Nevertheless, before
an hour had passed, the whole news he had brought
were known to Imbercourt, and were by him carried
straight to the princess. How it reached him it were
hard to say, for no post came to the Cours du Prince
from that quarter, but still he had learned it all. - Not a
word . had escaped him,—the whole evil tidings were
known, and the consternation was excited which Albert
Maurice had been so desirous of warding off, till the
ambassador from France had been received and dis-
missed. The views of the young citizen in this desire
were certainly partly patriotic and partly personal;
but his immediate object was to send back the messen.
ger of the deceitful Louis with such a reply as would
render the projeet of a union between nce and
Burgundy hopeless. Every fresh success of the French
king of course strengthened the arguments of those
who advocated the marriage of Mary with the dauphin,
and this torrent of evil tidings was well calculated to
overpower all opposition.

Such had been the light in which Albert Maurice had
seen the progress of Louis; but in vain, however, did
he take measures to conceal it: each event, rather
magnified than otherwise, reached the ears of Imber-
court, and by him were that very night detailed to-
Mary herself. The news had reached Ghent not long
before, that almost the whole of the duchy of Bur-
g:dy also had been overrun by French troops; and

is, together with the unresisted advance of the French
king on the side of Flanders, the total loss of Picardy,
Artois, and the Boulonnois, the desertion of her frien
the turbulence of her subjects, and the power of her
enemies, overcame at length the unhappgo girl’s hopes
and her firmness. Aftera long conference with Imber-
court and her chancellor, as well as with her cousin,
the Lord of Ravestein, and her best of friends, Mar-
garet, her father's widow, in an evil hour Mary com-
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sented to send the two former on a mission to the base
monarch who was usurping her inheritance.

Under their dictation, with a trembling hand, she
wrote part of a letter to Louis XI.; but where she
came to give them power to treat of her alliance with
France, her feelings overpowered her, and the tears,
gushing from her eyes, obscured her sight.

“ Give me the l;‘):n, my sweet child,” said Margaret
of York. “My Lord of Ravestein and myself, your
two nearest relatives and friends, will each write a part
under your direction: so shall the document acquire
additional weight, as showing the wishes of so many
persons.”

This was accordingly done, and Mary calmly heard
a paper read, which she felt was binding her to misery
for life. With a hurried hand she signed her name,
but she could bear no more, and hasteried from the
chamber.

_ “Poor child!” said Margaret of York. * Poor child?

But now, my Lord of Imbercourt, lose not a moment.
No communication with this coming ambassador will
answer our purpose. You must see Louis himself;
and treat with himself, and put forth all your wisdom
to meet all his cunning. Hasten to Peronne ; fear not
to bloody your spurs on the road, for not a minute that
flies, till you are before the King of France, may not
serve to recall this most necessary paper.”

While this determination was adopted by the coun-
sellors, Mary was followed from the room by Alice of
Imbercourt, and the moment she had reached her
chamber, that princess cast herself upon the bosom of
her fair attendant, and wept most bitterly. “ Fear not,
-madam,” whispered Alice, “ fear nat! You shall yet
wed him you love.”

Mary had never acknowledged her lingering hopes
even to Alice of Imbercourt, perhaps hardly to her own
heart. But now the more vehement ion overcame

the milder feeling,-and timidity was forgotten in grief.
.. “Never, Alice! never!” sabbed Mary; “I have just
gigned away my last and only chance!” .

,-%Fear not!” again repeated the young lady. “Do
you remember, madam, when you would not read the
heme of your future fate in the castle of Hannut 1"

# Well, very well ! replied Mary, raising her head
and drying her eyes ; “ what then, my Alice 1"
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¢ Do you remember, then,-that I staid behind,” con-
tinued her companion, “ when you quitted my uncle’s
observatory ! ell; 1 remained long enough to give
you consolation even now ; for I saw there written,
that the coronet of an .archduchess was to bind the
brow of my fair mistress.” ‘

Mary drew a deep and doubtful sigh; but there was
a bright blush rose in her cheek, which might seem
an augury of hope, and it were false to say that she
did not derive some comfort éven from the predictions
of a science which, sincé the excitement of her visit
to the castle of Hannut had worn away, she could
hardly be said to believe. -

At that period, however, each day of the life of Mary
of Burgundy was a day of renewed care and anxiety ;
and the proceedings of the next morning opened with
the tedious and painful ceremony of receiving the am-
bassador from the French monarch.

At the hour appointed it was announced that-the
Count de Meulan waited, and Mary took her seat in
state, with the Bishop of Liege on one hand and the
Duke of Cleves on the other, while Albert Maurice and
various members of the council stood round. It had
struck the young citizen, however, as soon as he en-
tered the hall of audience, that neither Imbercourt nor
Hugonet, the two chief supporters of what was called
the Frenoch y, were present. And it appeared to
him not a little extraordinary that they should be
absent, if in the town, when such an opportunity for
showing their respect to the King of France accurred,
as the public reception of his envoy. During the time
that el between his own arrival and the ahnounce-
ment of the ambassador, he asked frequently, but in
- vain, for the absent counsellors; and on every move-
ment near the door looked for their appearanoe, s
posing that the business of the day could not or wo
not proceed without their presence. He was not a
little surprised, however, when the order for admitting
the Count de Meulan was at length given without their
appearance. N

he doors were soon thrown open; and, dressed in
the excess of splendour, but with a certain crouching
and stealthy pace, habitual to the barber of the most
cunning king in Europe, Olivier le Dain entered the
ball, and approached the chair of the princess, Aftex
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the ceremony of his introdtl:)ction, hwhicglg:le went
through, not without grace, but without dignity, the
ambassador was commanded to deliver his letters,
which he accordingly did. These were found to be in
full and correct form, and he was then directed to state
‘the purport of his embassy, and what he was charged
to communicate to the Princess of Burgundy, from her
cousin the King of France.

Here, however, the envoy hesitated; and, after a
moment’s thought, replied in a low soft voice, that he
was directed by his master, Louis, the most Christian
king, to explain his views and wishes to his beloved
cousin and god-daughter, the Princess Mary, in private,
sud to her alone. He therefore, he said, craved a pri-
vate audience, in which his communication should be
more full and complete. .

The Bishop of Liege,~whose territories lay too near
the French frontier, and whose interests were too nearly
connected with those of France to suffer him to feel
any great personal interest in the distinct rights of the
house of Burgundy,—had hitherto been the person who
spoke on the part of the princess. He of course had
evinced every sort of respect for the ambassador of the
French king; but at this point the Duke of Cleves
broke in; and with a haughty and eontemptuous tone,
informed the Count de Meulan, that what he demanded
was not consistent with the customs of the court of
Burgundy. He must, therefore, he said, declare openly
his errand to the princess sunouudedel? her council, for
no other proceeding could be permitted.

Again the ambassador hesitated: uttering several
sentences, from which—though loaded with fine and
sounding and gilded with a show of argument—
all that conld be gathered was, that the open communi-
cation required by the couacil was contrary to his mon-
arch’s commands. He then seemed about to retire;
but at that moment Albert Maurice advanced a little be-
fore the rest, and craved leave to explain the object and
views of the ambassador, which that fuhctionary seemed
to have so much difficulty in doing for himself. The
assembled court, and the ambassador himself, gazed on
:I;-;d:li.‘hm surprise; but the young citizen pro-

«In the first place,” he said, * your grace will be glad
to hear who is the noble eavoy whom that mighty



THE REVOMT OF GHENT. ot

monarch Louis, king of France, thinks fit to send to the
court of Burgundy—to the daughter of that great Brinoe
who overthrew him in the field by valour and skill, and
who foiled him in the cabinet by decision and boldness.
Allow me, in the man who calls himself Count de
Meulan, to introduce to your notice Olivier le Dain, or
by some called Le Méchant, barber to the most Christian
king, born at Thielt, and serving as a barber's boy at
Saarvelt, near this city.”—A roar of laughter burst from
the nobles of Burgundy; and Albert Maurice proceeded,
waving his hand to the door-keepers to prevent the
barber from making his exit too rapidly. * Do not let
the worthy ambassador depart till he has heard me ex-
lain the object of his coming. Ihold here in my hand,
gy the favour of some unknown friend who sent these
apers {0 me, a copy of the private instructions of the
f(ing of France to the darber ambassador, which direct
. him, strictly, to keep the princess and the court of Bur-
gundy engaged in long and tedious negotiations, while
he strives in private to persuade the people of Ghent
to invite the King of France to enter their territory.
He is further ordered to spare no means, neither money
nor promises, to make the good men of this qitg declare
for the Ki:g of France, and throw off the authority of
their lawful sovereign. ' To this, by your grace’s per-
mission, I, as the only individual of the burgher class
in this presence, will take upon me to reply, that Louis,
King of France, mistakes entirely the character and dis-
position of the men of Ghent; for, though they may be
anxiods to preserve their own liberties and privileges,
they are no less anxious to preserve the legitimate au-
thority of their sovereign; and, though they are never
i to submit to tyranny from their own princes,
they are no less determined to resist all foreign domi-
nation. Let him learn that he can neither buy us with
his gold, nor fool us with his promises; and that his in-
trigues and offers will be equally in vain ‘with the men
.of Ghent. It is for you, my lords,” he continued,
turning to the members of the council present, “ as older
men, and more experienced in the ways of courts than
myself,—it is for you to judge what course ought to be
pursued towards a man who comes as ambassador to a
sovereigu prince ; and, at the same time, undertakes to
seduce the subjects of that prince from their :%mnee
~—who aporoaches the pteesonco of an oppre! prine
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.cess, from the man who is robbing her of her territories
and massacring her subjects, affectirig in words and in
style to negotiate with her as the messenger of a friend
and a relation, while his real errand is to excite treason
among her people, and to bribe her citizens to revolt.
It is for you, my lords, I say, to judge what is to be
done with the caitiff who undertakes such a commission
for such a man!”
‘“ Nail his ears to the door-post,” cried the Lord of
Vere, an impetuous noble of North Zealand. '
“ Throw him into the river!” cried the Duke of
Cleves ; “such treatment does he well deserve.”
Various such pleasant modes of disposing of the
person of the barber ambassador were suggested by
different members of the council, probably without any
intention of carrying them into effect. They were not,
however, without producing some.impression, and that
of no very agreeable nature, upon the mind of Olivier
le Dain himself. That worthy personage had listened to
the speech of Albert Maurice in downcast silence. No
flush betrayed his agitation or shame, though his lip
quivered a little, and at one time he took two or three
steps towards the doar. But when he heard the many
unceremonious methods of treatment proposed, he
gradually crept back till he was within a step of the en-
trance of the chamber. His face was still turned to-
wards the council ; and he still seemed listening atten-
tively to the somewhat bitter strictures which were
passing upon his own conduct; but he showed no in-
clination to retreat farther than was absolutely necessary
to keep himself out of the reach of violent hands, so
that the door-keepers were off their guard. As the
Duke of Cleves spoke, the barber paused and listened,
gave a furtive glance over his shoulder ; and then, with-
.out any effort towards taking leave, he darted out of the
resence at once, reached the court-yard, mounted his
) g:a and galloped away to the inn where he had

Before he arrived at that building, however, he had
begun to feel that his apprehensions of any personal
violence had probably been alittle too hasty ; and a loud
laugh, that he remembered to have heard as he quitted
the audience-hall, confirmed him in that opinion. The
calm reflection of a few hours, during which he seemed
totally forgotien by,the whole town, refreshed his
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.courage and reanimated his hopes; and, therefore, not
to abandon his purpose without another effort, he ven-
tured to ride out in the evening; but.the moment that
he presented himself in the streets, he was greeted with

80 much mockery and laughter, that he soon found the - ’

attempt would be vain. A full account of his birth and
situation had been industriously circulated among the
people during the day; and as nothin%]excites the hatred
and contempt of the populace more than to see a person
sprung from among themselves affecting the airs and
splendour of a class above them, they were all prepared
to shower upon his head every sort of ridicule and
abuse. No sooner did he aﬁear in the streets, than
this determination to insult and annoy him in every dif-
ferent way began to manifest itself among the people.
One held a pewter basin before his horse’s head ; an-
other lifted up his rugged chin, and begged that his
highness would shave him, just to keep his hand in ; and
a third exclaimed, that he must not think to lead the
g:ople of Ghent by the nose, though he might often
ve taken the King of France by that organ. .
Just while he was turning away from these unpleasan
salutations, in order to return as fast as possible to his
hotel, some shouts met his ear, which seemed rapidly
coming nearer, and in a moment after he perceived
half a dozen horsemen cantering easily down the street,
with a number of men and boys running by the sides of
the horses, shouting loudly, “ Long live the Duke of
Gueldres ! long live the noble Duke of Gueldres!” The
horseman at their head was a powerful handsome man,
of about fifty, with a coarse but bold expression of coun-
tenance, but still possessing that easy air of dignity and
command which 1s a of the education of princes.
Some one, as the cavalcade approached, recognising the
person of the French ambassador by his splendid
and gaudy train, shouted out the name and various op-
ite occupations of Master Olivier le Dain; and the
uke of Gueldres, dashing on, drove his horse rudely
against that of the unfortunate barber, which reared
with the stroke, and almost plunged him into the canal,
near which they were riding.
¢ Ha, ha! master barber,” shouted the duke, in the
eoarse and brutal tone which he usually employed when
he had no purpose to auswer which might require softer
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speech ; “thou canst never shave without water, man,
but there is plenty in the canal.”

The populace roared their applause, and, while Olivier
le Dain, keeping his seat with difficulty, made the best
of his way back to his inn, and thence for ever out of
the gates of Ghent, the Duke of Gueldres rode on, nor
stopped till he sprang from his horse at the house of
Albert Maurice.

Representatives from all the different cities of that

of Belgium which was then under the dominion of
urgundy had arrived in Ghent the day before; and at the
moment that the Duke of Gueldres approached, the young
resident was in the act of despatching a deputation to
uis X1I.,then encamped at Arras. Albert Maurice, be
it remarked, went not himself; but at the head of the
deputation, on the part of Ghent, was the druggist Ganay.
he Duke of Gueldres found the street before the
Lt)mng citizen’s house crowded with horses and horse-
ys; and the different chambers of the homse itself
filled with the attendants of the deputies and the officers
of the city—inessengers, visiters, soldiers, and spec-
tators—displayed a spectacle more like the palace of a
sovereign prince than the house of a simple merchant
in a Flemish town. v

“ By my faith,” the duke muttered, as he walked on
amid robes and ;mbroi:iery, alnd goarﬁmm,hm:e furred

wns, * times have strangely c! with the good
g:y of Ghent, since that cursed tyrant shut me up in
his old stone rat-trap. Which is Master Albert Bran-
rice 1” he then demanded of a merchant who was passing
out ; “ which is the grand bailli—which is the president
‘of the municipal council 1"

“ Yonder he stands at the head of the table,” replied
:l::i gerchal’l’t, “ speaking with the deputies of Utrecht

ruges. '

At that moment the eye of the young citizen fell upon
the Duke of Gueldres; and—t{om he was unan-
nounced, and Albert Maurice had never beheld him be-
fore—either from having heard his personal appearance
described, or from having seen some picture of him, the
burgher at once recognised the prince, and advanced a
step or two to meet him.

e Duke of Gueldres was surprised to behold so
young a man chosen from among the jealous an | factious
citizens of Ghent to wield the chief authority of the
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city, to fill two of the most important offices, and to in-
fluence so strongly the councils of all Flanders; but he
was still more surprised to find that high and dignified
tone in the merchant which so well became his station.
He had been prepared to see the president in possession
of vast power, but he now perceived that his power was
greatly derived from his superiority to his class, and he
at once saw the necessity of suiting his demeanour—for
the time at least—to the man. With a degree of suavity
which no one knew better how to assume, when it an-
swered his surpose, than Adolphus Duke of Gueldres,
that base and brutal prince, now, with his manner soft-
ened down to an appegrance of mere generous frank-
ness, thanked thmoung citizen for his liberation, and
told him that he good reason to know that the happy
event was solely owing to his intervention.

Albert Maurice at once gracefully complimented the
duke on his enlargement, and disclaimed all title to grati-
tude for an act which, he said, emanated from the prin-
cess herself. He had, he acknowledged, strongly ad-
vised her to the course she had pursued, when she had
condescended to consult him upon the subject; but he
assured the duke that she had done so first, before he
had ventured to propose such a proceeding.

“ Well, well,” replied the duke, “ I knew not that my
fair cousin was 8o generous, but I will kiss her mv:z
cheek in token of my thanks, which, perhaps, she wi
think no :;Yleuant way of showing one’s gratitude,”

The blood rushed up to the temples of thgx'oung citi-
zen, but he made no reply, and merely bowed low. He
then begged the duke to excuse him for a few moments,
while he concluded the. business in which he had been
engaged. The prince replied that he would detain him
no longer; and Albert Maurice, with cold and forma}
courtesy, suffered him to depart—from that moment
either a secret or an avowed enemy. As saen as he
w as gone, the young eitizen took leave of the deputies,
besought them to make all speed to meet the king, and
directed them to beg him—without hastening on to

lunge the two nations in long and inveterate war—to
Ealt his armies, till such time as the States General
sould devise and propose to his majesty some fair
moans of general pacification. -

He then gave into the hands of Ganay a letter, fully
authorizing the deputation to treat, in the name of th¢

*
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princess,—which instrument had been unwillingly wrung
from Mary during the morning, notwithstanding the
secret powers which she had so lately given to Imber-
court and Hugonet. To this Albert Maurice added a
private injunction, to trace and discover all the move-
iyments of the two ministers, whose absence from the
council of that day he had remarked: and there was a
sort of fierce and flashing eagerness in the eye of‘the
young citizen, as he spoke this in a low whisper, which
the druggist marked with pleasure and expectation.*

The result of this deputation to the crafty monarch
of France is so well known, that it needs but short reca-
pitulation. Louis received the members of the Belgian

-states with all civility, and treated them individually
with distinetion; as that wily monarch well knew, that
through the intervention of such men alone he could
hope to win that extensive territory which he was striv-
ing to add to France. At the same time, he positively
refused to treat with them in their official capacity, and
affected, at first, a degree of mystery in regard to his
reasons, assigning a thousand vague and unreasonable
motives for 8o doing, which he well knew would not be |
believed for a moment ; but which he was aware would
induce the deputies—encouraged by his homely and
-humoured manner—to press so strongly for a fur-
ther explanation, as to afford him some excuse for the
base treachery he meditated against their sovereign.

The deputies fell into the trap he laid: made use of
every argument to induce him to nogotiate with them
upon the powers they had received from their several
cities; mﬁnaﬂy urged, that if he would not acknow-

them as the representatives of the towns of Flan-
ders; Hainault, and Brabant, he must at least consent to
receive them as ambassadors from the young Duchess
ofndB y, whose letters of authority they then
tendered.

Still, however, Louis refused; and, at length, as if
worn out by importunity, he said, “ My good friends of
Ghent and the other towns of Flanders, you must ve
well know, from my whole conduct towards you, that

* The proceedings of the municipal council of Ghent, even before the assem-
m{«mmwmnmuMym were in many instaness
much more bold and tyrannical than any that it has seemed necessary to par-
ticularize here. m-ummthnmmwmq
public business without its saaction,
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would rather treat with you than with any other persons.
I am a plain man, and love to deal with plain citizens ; but
you are entirely mistaken in supposing that you possess

" the confidence of my dear god-child Mary Duchess of
Burgundy, or that you are really authorized to treat for
her. It is not impaossible,” he added, with a self-satis-
fied and yet mysterious air, “ it is not at all impossible,
that, were I so disposed, 1 might show you a letter, writ-
ten partly in her own hand, partly in that of the duchess
dowager, and partly in that of the good Lord of Raves-
tein, directing me to place confidence in no persons but
my excellent good friends and faithful servants the
Lord of Imbercourt, and William de Hugonet, Chancellor
of Burgundy, who were both with me at Peronne for
many hours some nights ago, and are by this time back
again in Ghent.” :

The deputies, confounded and surprised, expressed, in
the first heat of their astonishment, a very uncourtly
doubt of the truth of the king’s statement; and Louis
affecting to consider his honour impugned, commimui
one of the basest acts of the many that stain his mem-
ory, and produced the private letter of the Princess Mary
to the eyes of her turbulent and headstrong subjects.
Furious with indiination and disappointment, the depu-
ties retired from the presence of the king, without hav-
ing concluded any thing, and journeyed on with all speed
towards Ghent, neglecting the great and vital business
of the moment, in order to plunge forward into fresh
scenes of anarchy and confueion.

Louis saw them depart with scorn and triuniph; and,
as proud of his successfyl villany as ever conqueror was
of a final victory, he marched on to new successes in
every direction, satisfied that, in the discontented spirit
of the people of Ghent, he had a faithful ally that not
even sofl?-interect could sever from him, ’
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CHAPTER VI

It is wonderful, though common to a proverb, that
days of sunshiny brightness and placid tranquillity should
so often precede great convulsions in the natural and
the political world ; and that although “ coming events
do throw their shadows before them,” yet that the storm,
when it does come, should almost always find the world
all smiling, and the birds in song. .

The day after the return of the deputation from Arras,
the aspect of the city of Ghent was more like that
which 1t had been during the most brilliant days of Phi-

"lippe the Good and Churles the Bold thanith

for many months. The shops and booths, which pro-
Jected into the street, and which, being totally unpro-
vided with any means of defence against popular wvio-
lence, were generally closed in times of tumult and dis-
turbance, were now ngil::k:ll open, and full of their
finest wares. Mounte of different grades, and
those who sold books, and repeated verses, were exer-
cising their usual vocations at the corners of the streets. |
ers and their wives, lords and ladies, artisans and
peasantry, all in their gayest dresses,—for it was ome
of the high festivals of the year,~moved ‘about in the
streets ; and, to crown all, the foul weather had disap-
ared, and the sun shone out with a warm and promis-
ing beam. I
A great multitude had collected near the palace gates,
to see the different members of the council, and the
deputies from the various cities and states of Flanders
and Brabant, proceed in state to visit the Princess Mary;
and the approbation of the crowd—often depending not
a little upon the splendour of the several trains—was
loudly expressed as their peculiar favourites approached
the gates of the great court. At the same time it was
remarkable, that though loud and vociferous in their
applause, the multitudo restrained all marks of disappro-
bation on the appearance of persons supposed to be
ungopular, with wonderful and unexpected moderation.
ince the first effervescence of feeling had subsided,
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after-the defeat of Nancy and the death of Charles the
Bold, and since the apprehension of immediate revolt
had gone by, the ministers of Mary of Burgundy,—or,’
to speak more correctly, the members of the provincial
council of Flanders,—though spending the greater part
of the day in the palace, had generally returned to in-
habit their own hotels at night. Thus, almost eve
one but the Lord of Ravestein, who remained in the pal-
ace with his cousin, had to traverse the crowd in their
way to the audience hall. Imbercourt and Hugonet,
neither of whom had ever been very popular, passed
amid profound silence, and Maillotin du Bac, who, in
his ofticial dress as prévot, was riding about the ground,
took no small credit to himself for saving those two
noblemen from some sort of insult. The Duke of Cleves,
aﬁi,n' was loudly cheered; but the Duke of Gueldres,
w, édby some mm‘unl‘{lnown 'e;en :;?xl himself, had a]:,-
uired an extraordi ee o arity during the
short time which haa:yel:ﬁ‘:ed sinl::: his rgturrlxu;g the
city, received a degree of ause that far outdid that
which greeted the Duke of Cleves. Albert Maurice,
however, as the t favourite of the people, and one
whom they considered more peculiarly as their own -
representative, was received with loud, long-continued,
and reiterated shouts. Indeed, as he rode on upona’
splendid and fiery horse, dressed in magnificent apparel
—not only as gresident of the council of Ghent and
bailli of the city, but as holding, in the capacity of
chief pensionary, the presidency of the States General of
Flanders,* and followed as such by a number of guards
and attendants—with his lordly air and his beautiful per-
son, he looked more like some mig::ty prince going to
claim his bride. than a simple merchant about to appear
before his sovereign.

The visit was one of ceremony, and as no business
of importance was to be transacted, the princess re-
ceived her court in state; and, to see the splendour
with which she was surrounded, the guards, the attend-
ants, the kneeling subjects, no one would have supposed
that Mary of Burgundy was less a free agént than the
meanest subject in her capital. .

All who presented themselves before the princess

* When the states of Flanders assembled in Ghent, which was m
the case, either the chief pensionary or the chief eschevin of that city
in the ssssmbly as & matter of right.
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- were received with affability and courtesy, with the one
exception of the Duke of Gueldres, from whom, as he
-approached the chair of state, she seemed to shrink with
a repulsive abhorrence, which she could in no degree
command. Although he appeared there contrary to her
commands, she strove to say something kind in re|
%0 his liberation, and to smile as he offered his thanks;
but the words died away before they were uttered, and
the smile faded upon her lip as soon as it appeared. To
Imbercourt and Hugonet, the Lord of Vere and others,
who supported the French alliance—although they had
8o strongly pressed her to sacrifice all her own per-
sonal feelings, and to abandon the hope of haﬁpiness for
life—she still, from a deep convictjon of the honesty of
their intentions, and from long habits of regard, yielded
the same marks of friendship and affection with which
she had always distinguished the counsellors and friends
of her father, however much their advice to him or to
herself had been at times opposed to her own opinion, |
or to her dearest wishes. On Albert Maurice, too, as
the boldest and strongest supporter of her own wishes
against the voice of her mo:c;ﬂpolitic advisers, and as the
leader of those who really ruled in Flanders, she smiled
3weetly, from a feeling of gratitude as well as esteem;
and none who beheld the young citizen in the midst of
that splendid court could help acknowledging that he
was well fitted, in appearance at least, to take his place
among the noblest and most courtly of the land. His
mien all the calm dignity of power and the easy

e of confident but not presuming self-possession.
There was also a freshness and variety in his words and
actions, which, springing from a rich and generous mind,

_gave a sparkling grace to the whole of his demeanour,
and rendered it at once striking and pleasing. ‘There
was certainly a difference in his manners from that of
the stiff and stately nobles of the court of Burgundy ; but
it was slight, and to his advantage, characterized by no
want of grace or dignity, but rather by the calm ease of
natural politeness, as opposed to the acquired formality
of courtly etiquette. It seemed, not that he was assum-
ing a rank and mingling amid a class to which he did
not belong—but rather as if he had suddenly taken

session of a station which was his own by the indefeas-
ible right of ennobling nature. The respect and defer-
ence also with which all the rest of the court fels them-
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selves obliged to treat him, both from his authority over
the people and the powers of his own mind, placed him
more at his ease ; and perhaps the very excitement which
he felt under the eyes of Mary of Burgundy, and the
mighty aspirations and brilliant hopes which thrilled in
his bosom, were not without their share in giving firm-
ness and dignity to the step with which he trod the
ducal halls of the house of Burgundy.

Thus passed by the morning; and every thing pro-
ceeded in undisturbed harmony and tranquillity, both
within the Cours du Prince, and without its walls. The
goasulace showed themselves calm and placable; and it

seldom happened of late that so many nobles and
statesmen, of different opinions and different interests,
had met within the gates of that palace with so little
jarring and contention. Nevertheless, there were things
observed by many of the keen eyes which hang about
courts, and watch the flickering signs of the times, that
boded events not quite so pacific and gentle as the first
aspect of affairs might augur. Between Albert Maurice
and the Lord of Imbercourt no words passed; and as
their glances encountered upon more than one occasion,
the lordly brow of the young citizen became overcast,
and a fire blazed up in his eye, which spoke no very
cordial feeling towards that nobleman. Imbercourt
himself, whose demeanour through life had always been
characterized by calm gravity, which, without absolutely
approaching to sadness, had been still further removed
from cheerfulness, had—since the death of his master—
shown himself more gloomy and reserved than he had
ever before appeared; and, on the present occasion,
also, there was adeep immoveable sternness in his coun-
tenance, which had something in it more profound than
can be expressed by the word melancholy. He met the
fiery glance of the young citizen, however, calm and
unchanged. His eyelid never fell, his brow contracted
not a line, his lip remained unmoved. Not a trace of
emotion of any kind passed over his face, as he endured
rather than returned the gaze of the young citizen; and,
after remaining a few minutes in the princess’s presence,
he took his leave, mounted his horse, and rode home-
wards. But as he passed by Maillotin du Bac, and
addressed some common observation to that officer,
there was a sort of triumphant sneer on the hard coun-
tenance of the prévdt, and an unnatural degree of court-
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::{ in his manner- from which those who saw it
inferred no very favourable anticipations in his mind
regarding the Lord of Imbercourt.
hen the whole ceremony was over, and Mary of
Burgundy was left alone with Alice of Imbercourt, and
afew of her other attendants, her heart seemed lightened
of a load, and a smile, which approached the expression
of happiness, brightened her countenance for the first
time since her father’s death.

“Thank God, Alice,” she said, “that it is over. I
was very anxious about the passing by of this morning,
for I feared much that some angry clashing might have
taken place, concerning the messengers despatched to
the cruel King of France. But you are sad, Alice,” she
continued,—seeing the fair face of her gay friend over-
cast with unusual clouds, which probably hud arisen
from the increased gloom she had observed upon the
couutenance of her father: “you are sad, Alice,—~you,
whose gay and happy sﬁirit seems formed by heaven to
bear up against every thing.”

“] know not well how it is, your grace,” replied
Alice, with a sigh; “nothing particular has happened to
make me so; and yet, I own, my heart feels more
gloomy than it generally does on such a sunshiry day.”

“ Nay, Alice,” replied the princess, “ you must be sad,
indeed, to call Mary of Burgundy, ¢ your grace,’ when
from our earliest years we have grown up together as |
sisters more than friends. But be not gloomy, dear |
Alice; all will, I trust, go well. There is not that evil, |
in all this sorrowful world, which could shake my trust |
in an overruling Providence, or make me doubt that |
the end will yet be good.” |

“ But sorrows must sometimes happen,” replied Alice:
“and in that book,—which I wish I had never looked
into,—in the cabinet at Hannut, I saw that some time |
soon you were to lose two faithful friends: I wonder
if I shall be one.” |

“ Heaven forbid! dear Alice,” replied the princess.
“ However, I am sorry that you have told me;” and she
fell into a deep and somewhat painful revery, from
which she only roused herself to pro that they
should go and visit the Dowager-duchess Margaret,
who inhabited the other wing of the building.

Alice willingly followed ; and the duchess—though, in
her grief and widowhood, she had taken no patt in the
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ceremonies of the day—received her fair visiters with
gladness, and inguired with some anxiety how the
morning and its events had passed away. Margaret’s
mind was of that firm and equable, though gentle tone,

which feels every misfortune intensely, but bears it with -

unshaken resolution; and it is a quality of such minds
to communicate a part of their own tranquil and enduring

power to others with whom they are brought in contact.

Thus Mary of Burgundy always felt: more calm and
more resigned after conversing long with Margaret of
York than before; and if, in the present instance, her
design in visiting her stepmother was to derive some
such support, she was not disappoinfed. Both herself
and Alice of Imbercourt returned from the apartments
of the duchess less gloomy than when they went; and
the vague omens which had given rise to their melan.
choly were dropped and forgotten, especially as nothing
occurred during the rest of the morning to recall them
to the mind of either the princess or her fair attendant.
The day went by in peace and tranquillity. The multi-

tudes dispersed and retired to their own homes. The -

brief sunshine of a winter's day soon lapsed into the
dark, cold night; and a thick white fog, rolling densely
up from the many rivers and canals that intersect the
town of Ghent, rendered all the streets doubly obscure.
Several of the hours of darkness-also went by in tran-
quillity : though the glare of many torches, lighting
various groups of persons, through the dim and vapoury
atmosphere, and casting round them a red and misty
halo of circumscribed light, together with the shouting
voices of people who had lost their way, and the equally
loud replies of those who strove to set them right, broke
occasionally upon the still quiet of the streets of Ghent,
during the course of the evening.

All this, too, passed away, and the hour approached
for resigning the body and the mird to that mysterious
state of unconscious apathy, which seems given to show
that we can die, as far as sentient being goes, and yet
live again, after a brief pause of mental extinction.
Mary of Burgundy, whose days—if ever the days of
mortal being did so—should have passed in peace, was
about to retire to rest, thanking Heaven that one more
scene in life’s long tragedy was over. Iler fair hair was
cast over her shoulders, in soft and silky waves, and she
was thixilltingﬁ-with the natn;al comment of SOITOW upon

Vou. II.—
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human life—*“how sweet a thing is repose!” Although
she had assumed in public the state of a sovereign prin-
cess, in private she had hitherto dispensed with that
burdensome etiquette, which renders the domestic
hours of princes little less tedious than their public
ceremonies. Her ladies were all dismissed to rest be-
fore she herself retired to her own apartment, and two
tire-women of inferior-rank were all that remained to
aid her preparation for repose. Those women, whose
whole intellects were composed of the thoughts of dress
and ornament, contented themselves with performing
their several offices about the person of the princess,
and leaving her mind to reflection. Thus, perhaps, the
hour whieh she spent each night in her own chamber,
ere she lay down to rest, was one of the sweetest por-
tions of time to Mary of Burgundy. It was the hour in
which her heart, relieved from the pressure of the
day, could commune with itself at ease; and could one
have looked into her thoughts on that or any other night,
the whole course of her life gives reason to believe that
they would have displayed as fine and pure a tissue of
sweet and noble ideas as ever the mind of woman wove.
Her toilet for the night, however, had proceeded but a
short way, on the present occasion, when the door of
the chamber was thrown open with unceremonious |
haste, and Alice of Imbercourt, pale, agitated, trembling, |
with her own brown hair streaming over her shoulders
like that of the princess; and showing how sudden had
been the news that so affected her, rushed into the!
apartment, and, casting herself upon her knees before

ary, hid her eyes upon the lap of the princess, and
wept so bitterly as to deprive herself of utterance.

¢ What is the matter, my dear Alice? What is the
matter, my sweet girl?” demanded Mary, anxiously.
“ Speak, speak, dear Alice! what has happened so to
affect you?”

“Oh, madam, madam !” sobbed Alice: “ my father—
my dear father!”

“ What of him ?” exclaimed Mary, turning deadly
K:le. * What has happened to him, Alice? tell me, |

seech you.”

¢ Oh, madam, they have arrested him and the Lord of
Hugonet !” replied Alice, “ and have dragged them from
their beds, loaded with chains, to the town-prison !”

“ Good God!” cried Mary, clasping her hands; * will
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thezodeprive me of all my friends? Has not the goid
of Louis tempted all feeble hearts from my service, and’
will my own subjects take from me the only ones whe
have been found firm ?”

¢ They will kill them,—depend upon it, they will kill
them !” cried Alice. “There is only one person on
earth can save them ; and, alas! I fear that these butch-
ers of Ghent will be too quick in their murder for him
to come.” .

' Who do you mean, dear girl?” cried Mary. “Who
is there you think can aid them? 'Who do you propose ?
Let us lose no time; but take any way to save their
lives. ‘Some one,” she added, turning to her tire-wo-
men, “go to my mother, the duchess; tell her I would
fain speak with her.—Now, Alice, what way do you

ropose " -

“Oh, let me go!” cried Alice, wildly, “let me E:!
Let me lose not a moment of time! I will easily find
him out, or send on messengers, or bring him by some '
way! Let me go, I beg—I entreat!” 1

“ But of whom do you speak 1 again demanded Marx
¢ You forget, dear Alice, I know not what you mean.” .

“]1 mean!” replied Alice, while a slight blush passed
rapidly over her countenance, and was immediately
again succeeded by the eager and terrified paleness
which had before appeared there,—“I mean—I mean
the Vert Gallant of Hannut. °*Tis scarce three days
ago, that, by a letter from Hannut, Hugh de Mortmar
bade me seek aid and assistance from him, if any thing
happened in the tamult of this city, to cause me danger
or distress. He said that the Vert Gallant owed him
much. Let me go, madam, I beseech you.”

“But you ‘cannot go alone, dear Alice,” replied the
princess, gazing upon her almost as much bewildered
as she was herself; “you cannot go alone, and at this
hour of the night. At all events, you must have a party
of the guards.” oo

“ Oh, no, no,” cried Alice; “they will only let one
person pass through the gates at a time: and there are
men here set to watch the river, so that no large boat
can pass.”

At this moment the dowager-duchess of Burgundy
entered the chamber of her step-daughter; and Mary
was ll:ﬁinning to explain the circumstances, as far as
she been able to gaglgr them from her terrified
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-companion, when she found that Margaret was dlready
acquainted with many more particulars conceming the
arrest of Imbercourt and Hugonet than even herself.
So daring an act on the part of the turbulent men of
Ghent as the arrest of two members of the supreme
council of Flanders of course terrified and shocked
both Mary and her step-mother. But their personal ap-

hensions for the future, and consideration of the
ong series of calamities and horrors which such a deed
gortended, were overpowered by the wild agony of the
aughter of one of those victims of popular sedition.
The tearg poured over her cheeks, her fair hands clasped
in convulsive agony, till the taper fingers seemed as if
they would have broken; and still she besought the
princess, with wild rness, to permit her instant de-
parture in search of him on whose assistance she
seemed to place her only hope of delivering her father.
Mary called upon her step-mother to second her rea-
sonings with Alice, for the purpose of persuading her to
take some protection and assistance, at least, with her,
in her attempt to escape from the town, and in the diffi-
cult search she proposed for one whose character was |
8o doubtful, and whose dwelling was. 80 uncertain. But
Margaret, animated by a bolder spirit, saw the gmposal
in a different light, and supported strongly the desire of
Alice to seek the assistance she hoped for, accompanied

alone by the page. -
“ Great things,” she said, “have been done by less'
mep than this adventurer seems to be. a battle

between York and Lancaster has been won by the aid
of foresters and outlaws. If you can once secure his
assistance, and he can, by any of those strange meaus
which he kas been often known to employ so success
fully, introduce his bands within' the town, these rebel-
lious men of Ghent may yet be taught a lesson which
they have much need to learn. Go, then, my poor girl,
if you have any even probable means of discovering the
abode of him you seek. Take the page witl:v{(lm; fur-
nish yourself with all the money and jewels which you
qan collect. The princess and I will do our best to con-
tribute ; for, with such men, gold is better than elo-
quence ; and, at all events, you will have the satisfaction
of doing your duty towards your father.”

“In mean time, Alice,” added Mary, “be not more
snxious than you can help for your fathers safety.
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These men will, doubtless, never attempt any thing
against his life without bringing him to trial. All the
preparations muast take long, and I will leave no means
unused to delay their proceedings, and to mitigate their
rancour.' I will send for the president; I will speak
with him myself. I will entreat, I will beseech, I will
rather lay down my own life than that they should hurt
my faithful servants.”

“Thank you! thank you, dear lady!” replied Alice,
kissing her hand; “thank you, thank you for your com-
fort! But I must go,” she added, with eager anxiety ;
“1 must not lose a moment.”

“Stay, stay !” said the young duchess, seeing her
about to depart. “Let Bertha call the page whom we
employed before, and we will determine on some better
plans than your own unassisteéd fancy can frame.”

Tt would be unnecessary here to enter into the minute
details of all that ensued ; and, indeed, so rapidly were
the arrangements concluded, that many words would
only serve to give a false impression of things that were
resolved and executed in a few brief moments. Suffice
it, then, that the page was soon brought to the presence
; of the princess; and, in eager and hasty consultation, it
. was determined that he should proceed in search of a
small skiff, which being brought opposite to the palace
wall, on the water side, would enable Alice to make her
escape with less chance of observation than if she at-
tempted to pass the gates either on horseback or on
foot at that hour of the night. °

No large boat would be allowed to pass, and therefore
ke was directed to seek the smallest that he could pos-
sibly find ; but, at the same time, to use all his shrewd-
ness in endeavouring to discover some boatman who was
either trustworthy by native honesty, or might be ren-
dered secret by a bribe. The boy at once declared, in
reply, that he well knew a man who used to bring the
duke’s venison up from the woods, and whose taciturnity
was 80 great that those who knew him averred that he
had never said ten words to anybody yet, nor ever would
say ten words more. ) .

n search of this very desirable person the page in.
stantly proceeded ; but, either from the darkness of the
night, or from having found it difficult to wake the boat.
man out of his first sleep, the boy was so long in return.
ing that all Alice’s prepa;:tions for her journey were
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completed, and many minutes spent in agonizing anxiety,
ere ﬁe reappeared. When hgedid c:rg:e, however?thye
brought the glad tidings that all was ready, and, after
taking leave of the princess, with a rapid but silent step
Alice threaded the dark and intricate passages of the
palace, passed the postern unquestioned, and finding her
way with difficulty through the dim and foggy air to the
steps which led towards the water, she found herself at
last by the side of the boat. Stepping forward over
some unsteady planks, she was speedily seated in the
stern, with the boy beside her. The single boatman,
whom they had found waiting, pushed silently away
from the bank, and, in a minute after, the skiff was n;akm%
its slow way through theé fog, down the dull current o
the Scheldt.

CHAPTER VIL

Avtroven other matters of some moment might
claim attention in this place, we will not interrupt the
course of our narrative, but will follow on, throughout
her journey, the fair fugitive from the city of Ghent;
as far, at least, as that journey was permitted ‘to pro-
ceed unintermlpted.

The boat glided along over the calm dull bosom of
the Scheldt, with hardly any noise, except the occasional
dip of the oar in the water, and the slight creaking of
the gunwale as the rower plied his stroke. Asevery one
knows, the river which, a little distanoe farther down its
stream, assumes 50 much importance as to be the object
of intrigue, negotiation, and even war tohrival nations,

resents no very imposing aspect in the neighbour-

ood of Ghent;rgut 80 %}gtg)mypvevas the moonless sky,
and so dense was the heavy fog that hung over the
waters, that from the moment the boat had pushed off
from the quay botn banks became quite invisible. The
deep, misty obscurity of the atmosphere, and the pro-
found darkness of the night, might have been a eause
of terror to Alice of Imbercourt under any other cir-
cumstances ; but now all apprehensions of r from
the want of light, and the difficulties of the navigatian,
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were swallowed up in the fear 6f being overtaken or
impeded in her escape ; and the impenetrable veil which
scemed to cover all things around her she looked npon
as a blessing, in the hope that it would also conceal
Jerself. The darkness, however, which gave this feel-
ing of security did not continue’ so uninterrupted as to
leave her ‘entirely without alarm. Now then, as
the boat shot past some of the warehouses or the quays,
where the larger craft were moored, an indistinct dim
line of light would break across the mist from lamp or
lantern, hung up to show the late watcher the objects
of his toil or of his anxiety ; and the heart of poor Alice
would beat quick with fear, lest the skiff, or those it
contained, should attract the eye of any of the eager .
and wary citigens. But all this was soon past; the
boatman rowed strongly and well; the slow current
with which they were proceeding was not powerful
enough to afford rnuch assistance to his exertions, but still
the boat skimmed swiftly along the waters, and ere logg
the last bridge was passed. Beyond it there extend
along the banks a short suburb, terminated by scattered
houses belonging to cow-feeders and eners, and
forming a sort of brief connecting link between the
wide open country and the fortified city ; and farther on,
again, came the rich fields and meadows in the imme-
diate vicinity of the town, blending gradually into the
thick woods that at that time commenced about Heusden
and Melle.

Alice’s heart beat more freely, as the fresher air, the
slight clearing away of the mist, the occasional lowing
of the cattle, and that indescribable feeling of expanse
which is only known in the country, showed her—
though she could not yet see the objects on the banks
—that she had passed beyond the limits of the city of
Ghent. The page, too, felt the same relief, and, for the
first time, ventured a whispered observation on the good
fortune that had attended their movements. But Alice
was still too fearful of being pursued or discovered, to
make any reply but by commanding him to silence ; and
no further sound marked their course but the stroke of
the oars, as the sturdy boatman impelled them on, un-
wearied, over the waters of the Scheldt. .

At the distance of about three miles from the city .
the air became gradually less dense, and at the end of
half a mile more the fog had cleared away entirely. It
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‘was still dark, but the stars afforded sufficient light to
show the fair fugitive and her companion that they
were passing through a country where the meadow and
the cornfield were gradually merging into the forest.
Scattered patches of copse and underwood, mingled
with fields which had been reclaimed to the use of man,
came sweeping down to the banks of the river, and
straight before the travellers lay a dark and shadowy
track, broken into dense, heavy masses, the rounded
forms of which, cutting black upon the lighter sky be-
ond, distinguished it as wood, from the soft sweeping
nes of the uplands which in other directions marked
the horizon. ’

There is scarcely any thing on earth more gloomy
and impressive than the aspect of a deep yood by night,
with just sufficient light in the sky to contrast strengly
with the stern body of impenetrable shade presented by
the forest, and yet not enough to show any of the
smaller parts into which it appears separated by day.
The wood lay straight before the bow of the hoat,
seeming to swallow up the widening course of the
Scheldt as flowing on, reflecting, here and there, the
faint lines of light which it caught from the sky, and
which served to mark its track, till it was lost in the
sombre shadows of the trees. An indefinite feeling of
dread passed through the bosom of Alice of Imbercourt
88 the boat cut its way on towards the dark and gloomy
wilderness which the forest seemed to present at that
hour of the night. She believed, indeed, that she had
no cause for fear ; and her own peculiar plans absolutely
required that she should banish all timidity of the kind
that she now felt. Some inquiry, however, was neces-
sary, in order to guide her further movements ; and, as
her apprehensions of pursuit had by this time vanished,
she addressed a few words to the boatman, to lead him
into conversation regarding the part of the country at
which they had now arrived.

“ These seein very dark and extensive woods,” she
said ; “do we pass through them 1

“ Yes, noble lady,” replied the man, and struck on
with more vigour than before, as if he considered the
time occupied by the three words he spoke as lost to
all profitable employment.

“Are they safe to travel at night?” demaunded the

young lady again.
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“ No, noble lady,” was all the reply she received.

“ But do you mean that it is dangerous to pass through
them in a boat?” said Alice.

‘I cannot tell, madam,” replied the man ; but still he
rowed on, and the page—laughing with the thoughtless
glee of youth--whispered that the attempt was vain to
make silent Martin give them any information, as he
had never been known to speak ten words to an end in
‘his life. By this time they were within the limits of
the forest, and nothing surrounded them on every side
but the trees dipping down their branches over the
water. Alice, however, ventured one more question,
to which the answer she received, though as short, was
more satisfactory than those the boatman had formerly
given. -

“ How far does the wood extend 1" she demanded.

“ Three-quarters of a league, noble lady,” replied the
boatman, and again plied his oar in silence. -

Whether Alice’s voice, and his reply, had called atten-
tion, or whether the stroke of the oars itself could be
heard at the banks, cannot be determined; but he had
scarcely answered when a slight plash was heard from
behind a little projection of the shore, on which an old
oak had planted itself, spreading its roots down to the -
very river. Then came a rushing sound, as of some-
thing impelled quickly through the water, succeeded by
the regular sound of oars, and, in a moment after, a boat,
rowed by two strong men, darted out into the mid-
stream, and followed rapidly after that in which Alice
sat. Still silent Martin, as the boy called him, rowed
stou‘tly on, without a word ; but the superior power of,
the two men who pursued soon brought them up along.
side the boat, and, grappling her tight, they addressed
the boatman, in a tone rough but not uncivil.

“ So-ho, friend!” they cried; “stop a bit. What
news from Ghent! How goes the good city ¥

“ Well, well, my masters,” replied the boatman, still
striving to impel his. skiff forward, though the proximity
of the other boat rendered the effort to use his oars
unavailing. ’ .

“It is silent Martin,” said one of the men, “and a
fair dame, by the Lord. . Who have you here, Master
Martin 1 ’

“ There, there!” replied the boatman, with what ape
peared to be an immemDeﬂ'ort to make an oration;

3
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“there, there ! let me get on. You do not stop women,
my masters! Surely you would never stop a lady like
that!” And, exhausted with this long speech, he again
tried to push away from the other boat, but in vain.

“No, no,” cried one of the men, “ we will not stop
the lady long; but every one who rows along the
Scheldt, now-a-days, must have a pass from the captain.
So come along, Master Martin; and when you and the
young lady have given all the news of Ghent that,
doubt%ess, you can give,—for certainly young ladies do
not come up the Scheldt at this hour of the night for
nothing,—we will let you go on your way.”

“Fine times!” said silent Martin: but as resistance
was in vain, he suffered them to pilot his boat to the
mouth of the little creek from which their own had shot
out ; and he himself, with a certain degreé of awkward
gentleness aided Alice of Imbercourt to land.

Her feelings were of a very mixed nature; but as-
suredly not such as might be imagined from a considera-
tion of the more obvious circumstances of her situation.
She was certainly terrified as well as agitated, and she
trembled a good deal ; but, at the same time, she showed
no unwillingness to obey the commands of those who
now had her in their power. Her terror, however, did
not escape the eyes of the men who had rowed the other
boat ; and one of them addressed her in a kindly tone,
saying, “ Fear not, lady, fear not. No lady ever suf-
fered harm or dishonour from the green riders of Han-
nut. So fear not, and you shall soon be free to go
whithersoever you will.” :

These words, which he spoke as they were landing,
seemed to reassure the fair traveller, more than the
would, probably, have done most other people at suc
a moment.

“ Oh, where is he ¥ she exclaimed eagerly. * Lead
me to him, I beseech you. Itis he whom 1 am now
seeking.” ’

“ Ay, indeed!” said the adventurer. “Mean you the
Vert Gallant of Hannut, lady? He is soon found by
those who seek him, and rather often found by those
who seek himnot. Ho, Roger!” he continued, address-
ing his companion in the boat; * rouse up Frank ‘Von
Halle, and Simpkin yonder, to keep watch with thee,
while I lead the lady and the boy to the rendezvous.
Come now, my pretty mistress,” he added, “ take carv
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of your steps, for it is as dark as the tomb. Here,
take an old man’s arm. It was more pliant in days of
yore, but never stronger, and will serve at least to help
you up the bank.” :

Alice was ilad of assistance, and laid her hand on
his arm; but though his occupation had been sufficiently
-evident before, yet she almost started back when her
fingers rested upon plates of cold iron, forming the’
brassards or defensive armour for the arms,—so much
are our minds the slaves of our corporeal sensations,
that our convictions are never vivid till we have verified
them by our external senses. She recovered herself -
immediately, however, and held by his arm both for.
support aud direction ; for the whole scene around was -
wrapped in profound obscurity ; and though her eye
was already accustomed to the night, yet the additional -
gloom of the forest was so great, that she followed the
adventurer in perfect blindness, without being able to
see one moment where she was to set her foot the
next. .
After climbing aslight acclivity, which compelled them
to walk slowly, they came to more open ground, where
her guide hurried his pace, and Alice was obliged to
follow rapidly upon his steps, though not without often
shrinking back for fear of striking against the trees,
which her imagination pictured as protruding acress
the path. The way, though in fact short, of course
seemed to her long, from the darkness and uncertainty
in which she moved: but at length a light began to
glisten through the trees; and, after walking on a few
minutes longer, she perceived a glare so strong as almost
to make her believe that a part of the wood was on fire.
As her ‘conductor advanced, she every now and then
caught a glimpse, through the breaks in the wood, of
figures moving about across the light towards which
they were approaching ; but a moment after, the whole
scene was again shut out, by a tract of withered beech-
trees, loaded with their thick dry leaves, through which -
the path that Alice and her guide were pursuing took a
sudden turn. The glare of the fire, however, was suffi-
ciently general to light them easily on their way ; and
in a few minutes more they emerged at once into the
little sheltered arena whence it was diffused.

The frost, as I have before said, had for some time
broken up, and the preceding day had been warm and
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fine. Nevertheless, sufficient precautions had been
taken by the tenants of the forest to dispel, in their own
-neighbourhood at least, whatever touch remained of
winter. In the midst of the open space which Alice
now entered, they had piled up,—with very unceremo-
nious appropriation of the duke’s forest trees,—a fire of
immense logs, sufficient to roast a hecatomb; and many
‘a relic of the more ancient and simple methods of
dressing meat displayed themselves around, in various
immense pieces of venison and beef roasting on wooden
spits in the open air, while a gigantic black caldron,
pendent from the immemorial triple chevron, which has
nded all primeval pots from the days of Noah,
fumed and bubbled with most savoury promise. Around,
in groups, lay a number of stout soldiery, prepared to
refresh their vigorous and sinewy limbs with the con-
.tents of the pot, or the burden of the spit, as soon as
those skilled in the mystery of cooking pronounced that
they were ready for the knife. - Several more, whose
appetite seemed still fiercer, stpod round the fire, watch-
ing with anticipating expectation the progress of the
cookery. But it is to be remarked, at the same time,
that among all this number of persons—amounting fully
to fifty or sixty—a great deal of decent order was kept
u& and nothing like either rioting or confusion was
observed, notwithstanding the more than doubtful char-
acter of the persons concerned. There was no singing,
no shouting ; and those that were conversing together
spoke in an under tone, as if afraid of disturbing some
person engaged in more important business in their near
neighbourhood. C
The cause of this orderly tranquillity, perhaps, might
be seen by running the eye on a little way beyond the
fire, where stood a sort of rude, but extensive, wooden
shed or hut, raised upon a number of upright piles driven
into the ground, and thatched on the top with boughs,
.and leaves, and rushes, which materials also served to
cover three sides of the building. The side that re-
mained open was turned towards the fire, and, conse-
quently, both commanded a view of every thing that
took place in that direction, and exposed to the sight of
the other parties in the savanna all that was passing in
the interior of the hut. It was owing to this disposition
that, as Alice approached, she at once perceived the
Vert Gallant of Hannut habited, as we have before
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described him, rechining on the ground under the shed,
with a paper before him, on which was apparently traced
a rude map of some country, the topography of which
he seemed studying intently. Sitting beside him,—sup-
plied with a flat board, which served the m;poses of a
table, and on which aerared the implemengs or writing,
—was the figure of the sleek, round monk, of whom we
have previously given some account under the name of
Father Barnabas, and' who now, with a ready pen,
seemed tracing some despatch at the dictation of the
adventurous leader.

On the other side of the Vert Gallant stood a page,—
whose rich dress of green and gold seemed but il to
correspond with  the scene in which he was found,—
holding a torch high in his hand, to throw light upon the
papers before his two companions ; and near him again
was a person inthe habit of a courier of some distinction,
whose horse, all in flakes of foam with hard riding, stood
held by another close hy the entrance of the shed.

The approach of Alice and her conductor instantly
drew the eyes of a great part of the persons assembled
in the savanna upon her; and, shrinking from the gaze .
of the rude men among whom she now found herself,
she drew her mantle closer round her, and bent her look
upon the ground, while, at the desire of him who had
led her thither, she paused with the page, and suffered
their guide to advance alone. Without taking any notice
of the groups around, he walked forward at ance to the
shed; and enly staying till the Vert Gallant had con-
cluded the sentence which hung upon his lips, he ad-
dressed a few words to him, which were inaudible where
Alice stood. Their effect upon the leader was great
and instantaneous. He started at once upon his feet,
and turned fully towards the spot where the Koung lady
stood; but the bars of the casque, which he seemed
never to lay aside, still prevented his own countenance
from being seen.

After the glance of a single instant, however, he
advanced at once to Alice; and, bending respectfi
over her hand, which he took in his, he bade her wel-
come with kind but respectful courtesy.

«1 know the general meariing of your coming, lady,”
he said, “though not the immediate cause; and I will
speak with you as soon as I have despatched yon mes-
senger. In the mean time trust to this old man, my

8
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lieutenant, who will lead you to a place where I can
hear your commands in private.”

Alice listened attentively, and looked up when he had
done, with a glance, in which anxiety and apprehension
for her father’s fate were strangely mingled—consider-
ing the moment and the scene—with a rise of the eye-

brow, and a turn of the fair mouth, which altogether |

approached very near one of the merry smiles that had
so thronged her lips in happier days. She replied not,
however, though at first she appeared about to do so;
but following her former conductor in silence, was led
once more into the paths of the wood. She was not
now called upon to walk far, for little more than a hun-
dred steps brought her in front of a low-roofed building,
which in former times had been apparently the abode
of one of the forest guards, but which had evidently

fallen into the occupatiom of the free companions.

Every thing within bore an air of comfort and neat-
ness hardly to have been expected from its present ten-
ants; and in the chamber to which Alice was conducted
nothing appeared to announce that it was not still the
abode of quiet and affluent industry.

The moment she and the had entered, the old
man retired and closed the door; and Alice remained

azing upon the embers of the wood-fire that lay spark-
ing on the hearth, till the sound of rapid steps passing
the window again made her heart beat with redoubled
quickness. In a moment after the door was thrown
open, and the tall, ceful figure of the Vert Gallant
once more stood before her.

¢ Quit the room, sir page,” he said as he entered ; “but
do not leave the chamber-door.”

The boy hesitated, but a sign from Alice made him
instantly obey; and the Vert- Gallant, advancing, took
her hand and led her to a seat. -

“ You are tired, lady, and evidently agitated,” he said;
‘““and I fear much that some event of a sad and serious
nature has gained me the honour of your presence in
this wild place.” .

Alice looked up with the same sparkling smile which
had before played for a moment on her countenance,
“ You cannot deceive me " she said. * Hugh de Mort-
mar, do you think that I do not know you !”

- The Vert Gallant paused an instant, as if in suspense,

then threw his arms round the fair girl who stood
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bestde him, and pressed her gently to his bosom. * Dear
Alice,” he said, “how did you discover me ?”

“It were vain to say how, Hugh,” replied Alice:
1 may have had suspicions long before; but from the
day of the thunder-storm in the forest of Hannut I have
not had a doubt; though why Hugh de Mortmar should
need to league with outlaws and adventurers, and, as it
would appear, to hide his face even from such strange
companions, is more difficult to divine.” —

“I am, indeed, willing, though not obliged, to hide my
face even frone the bulk of my gallant followers,” re-
plied the young cavalier,undoing the clasps of his casque.
Ay ! and to guard against surprise or inadvertency, to
wear so foul a seeming as this, even beneath that heavy
helmet ;” and removing the iron cap, he showed her a
half-mask representing the countenance of a negro,
which covered his own face to the beard. .

¢ You start, Alice!” he continued, “and look some-
what aghast! Is it at that fearful painted piece of
emptiness 1” .

“No!” she answered, “no! But it is to think that
you—you, De Mortmar—should, for any cause, conde-
scend to hide yourself beneath such a semblance.”

¢“Indeed, Alice!” said De Mortmar with a smile.
“ Then tell me, beloved, and put it fairly to your ewn
heart, what it is -that a man will not do—what that he
should not do—to recover those things that have been
snatched from his race by the unjust hand of power, and
to free a father from captivity ”

¢ Nothing, indeed!” replied Alice, to whose bosom
one part, at least, of the question went directly home.
“ Nothing, indeed! and I will believe, with the faith of
a martyr, that no other way existed for you to accom-
plish such an object; although till this time I knew not
that you had either parent in.,existence.”

« But youm father did,” replied the young cavalier;
“and when first I called these troops together, Alice,—
for you must not confound them with a band of lawless
plunderers,—when first I called them together, it seemed
the only way by which I could ever hope to liberate my
imprisoned father. I am Hugh of Gueldres; and it has
been only the hope and the promise of your hand, joined
to the prospect held out by your noble father of obtain-
ing my own parent's liberation by peaceful means, which
has so long prevented me from asserting his right in
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arms, though the whole force of Burgundy were pre-

ared to check me—I might say, indeed, to crush me,”
ge added ; * for though, with the forces of Hannut, and
all the discontented which the late duke made in his
own dominions,—with the aid of France, and, perhaps,
of Austria,—my right and my good cause might have
done much while Charles remained embroiled in foreign
wars, I could have hoped for little had he once turned
his whole force against me. But, as I have said, your
father persuaded me to delay. For the years that I
have thus been induced to pause, I have been obliged to
conceal the force of free companions I have raised as
best I might; and no method of concealment could be
more efficacions than that which I have adopted. As
the green riders of Hannut we passed nearly unmolested,
while the Duke of Burgundy pursued his ambitious
schemes against Lerrain, and his mad ones against the
Swiss; and though, if you recall the past events, you
will find that the green riders have punished the guilty
and the bloodthirsty, have laid many a plundering noble
under contribution, and have levelled more than one
stronghold of cruelty ind oppression with the ground,
yet not one act of basehess or barbarity can be traced
to themselves.” .

“Then why such necessity for concealing yourself
from them ?” demanded Alice, carried away for a mo-
ment from other thoughts by the personal interest she
felt in her lover’s conduct.

“ What !” exclaimed the young cavalier, * would you,
dear Alice, have had me give so important a secret as
that of my existence,—when the Duke of Burgundy and
all his court, nay, my own father also, thought me dead
—would you have had me give such a secret as that to
the keeping of more than five hundred men? No! they
were levied secretly by one who has been devoted and
faithful to. me through life,—good Mattew Gournay,
who led you hither. The long accumulated wealth of
my more than father, the Lord of Hannut, served to
gather them together. His forests and the catacombs
under the castle gave them shelter: and, though far too
strong in number to fear the weak bands of the prévét,
or the force of any of the ne:ighbouring nobles, it was
absolutely necessary to conceal, with the most scrupu-
lous care, from the court of Burgundy, that so large a |
body of independent troops existed, and still more that
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such a force was commanded by one who had cause for
deadly hatred towards the duke, now dead. Thus, by
the advice and with the aid of the good Lord of Hannut,
I mingled with the world as his nephew, under which °
title he had brought me up from my youth. But as it .
‘was necessary to keep my free companions in continual
employment, and to acquire over them.that personal
authority which nothing but the habit of commanding
them-could obtain, 1 was often obliged to assume the
character of the Vert Gallant of Hannut, and lead them
to enterprises, which, however dangerous, I took care
should never be dishonourable. The very concealment
of my person, which was revealed only to those who
had previously known me, added a sort of mysterious
influence to the power which general success gave me
over them ; and I believe that, at this moment, there is
no enterprise, however wild or rash, to which they
would not follow me, with the most perfect confidence.”
“But my father,” said Alice, reverting to the still
more interesting topic of her parent’s danger; I must
speak with you of my father.”
“Well, then, in regard to your father,” replied the
oung noble ; and proceeding eagerly in his exculpation,
{e. explained to Alice that Imbercourt had always la-
mented the Duke of Burgundy’s severity to his parent,
and had striven by every means to call the sovereign
to a sense of justice, even before he acquired a personal
interest in the house of Gueldres. The real name and
rank of the supposed Hugh de Mortmar, the cavalier
proceeded, had been revealed to her father, when
Alice’s hand had first been promised to him as the
young heir of Hannut; and seeing at once that the de-
sign of liberating the imprisoned Duke of Gueldres, and
recovering his duchy, was any thing but hopeless, Im-
bercourt had only become the more anxious to obviate
the necessity of such an attempt, by inducing Charles
the Bold to grant as a concession what he might other-
wise be forced to yield by compulsion. The purposes
of the Duke of Burgundy, however, were not easily
changed, nor was his mind to be wrought upon in a
day ; and Imbercourt was still busy in the difficult task
he had undertaken, when the defeat of Nancy took .
place. On the other hand, he had ever laboured zeal-
ously to induce the young heir of Gueldres to delay;
and many of those trifling g.ircumstanoes which impede
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the execution of the best laid schemes had combined,
from time to time, to second his endeavours with Hugh
of Gueldres. Friends and confederates had proved re-
miss or incapable—supplies had been retarded—changes
had taken place in the disposition or circumstances of
E:rticnlar states ; and three times the young noble had
en half-persuaded, half-compelled, to put off the
attempt on which he had determined. All this Hugh
of Gueldres poured forth eagerly to Alice of Imber-
court, too anxious to exculpate himself from all blame
*in the eyes of her he loved, to read in her looks the
more serious cares that were busy at her heart.

“1n the disturbed and dangerous state of the country,”
added the young cavalier, *although my father has
-been liberated by other means, it is my determination
to keep my band together; and, watching every turn, to
choose that moment which must come, when a small
force, acting vigorously for one great purpose, may give
the ereponderance to right, and crush the wrong for
ever.”

“ Now, then, is the moment, Hugh de Mortmar,” cried
Alice, clasping her hands eagerly; “now, then, is the
moment ; if you feel any gratitude towards my father |
—if you feel any love for me—if you would uphold the
right—if you would crush the wrong—if you would
save the innocent from ignominious death—Ilose not an
instant, but force the rebel people of Ghent to free my
unhappy father.”

The young cavalier, who had never suspected the
danger of the Lord of Imbercourt, now started with
surprise ; and Alice, with the eager eloquence of appre-
hension, made him rapidly acquainted with the events
which had occurred in Ghent during the morning, and
which had thus brought her to seek him.

“Ha!” cried the Vert Gallant, “does Albert Maurice
—does the president of the states sanction such pro-
ceedings? I had heard that when the unhappy esche-
vins were murdered by the populace, he took signal
vengeance on the perpetrators of the crime; and if ever
1 saw a man to whom I should attribute noble feelings,
and just and upright sentiments, it would be to him.”

“ He is ambitious, Hugh,” replied Alice, vehemently:
“wildly, madly ambitious. I have marked him well
throughout—and you may trust a woman’s eyes for
such glsco veries—he has dared to raise his thoughts to
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Mary of Burgundy. He loves her—deeply and truly, I
believe; but he loves her not with the love which an
inferior may feel for a superior whom they may never
hope to gain, but rather with that rash and daring love
which will make ambition but a stepping-stone to ac-
complish its bold Jynrposo-which will see the land
glunged deeper and deeper in bloodshed, in the wild
ope, that out of the ruins of ancient institutions, and

the wreck of order, prosperity, and peace, he may build
up for himself a seat as high or higher than the ducal
chair of Burgundy. It is evident, Hugh; it is evident
that he has the power as well as the daring to do-much,
and one of his first steps wilk be upon my father’s head
—for had my father's will and counsel been followed,
our fair and gentle princess would now have been the
bride of the Dauphin of France, and every hour that he
lives will be an hour of suspense and anxiety to that
. ambitious burgher. ) .

A slight smile of contempt curled the lip of .-Hugh of
Gueldres, as Alice first spoke of the love of the you!
citizen for the Princess of Burgundy; but it vanish:g
speedily as she went on; and he shook his" head with
an air of thoughtful sternness as he replied, “ He 18 one
to be feared and to be opposed, far more than to be con-
temned.—Alice, my beloved,” he added, taking both her
hands in his, “1 must think what may be best done to
save your father; and of this be assured, that 1 will
lose not one moment in the attempt; but will peril life
and f{)rtl’me, and every future hope, to deliver him in-
stantly.” . -

b Ar);d yet,” said Alice, while a deep blush spread over
her whole face, *for my sake be not over-rash of your
own person. Save my father, I beseech, 1 entreat!
but oh, remember that you too,—~that you~—"

Her feelings overpowered her, and she finished the
sentence by tears. Hugh of Gueldres pressed her to
"his bosom, and consoled her as far as the circumstances
permitted. But on such occasions there is little to be
said but commonplace; and all he could assure her
was, that while he made every effort to save her father,
her love would make him as careful of himself as the
nature of the task would allow.

In that day, however, every sport and pastime and
occupation of man’s lifo was of so rude and dangerous
a nature, that perils lost half their fearfulness from
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familiarity ; and though Aliee of Imbercourt could not
but feel pained and apprehensive for. her lover, yet her
feelings of terror were much sooner tranquillized than
those of a person in the present day could have been
under similar circumstances.

In the mean while, the emergency of the case required
that Hugh of Gueldres should instantly fix upon some
plan for the deliverance of the Lord of Imbercourt, and

roceed to put it in execution without loss of time ; and
1t was also necessary that Alice, whose return to Ghent
would have been both fruitless and dangerous, should
seek some safe asylum till her father’s fate was decided.
It was accordingly determined that she should instantly
proceed to the castle of Hannut; and means for ren-
dering her journey both safe and easy were arranged
at once b{ her lover.

‘While the litter for conv%ying her thither was in pre-
paration, and the soldiers destined to escort her were
saddling their horses, Hugh of Gueldres stole a few
brief minutes from more painful thoughts, for the enjoy-
ment of her society, and the interchange of happy prom-
ises and hopes; nor were those brief moments less
sweet to Alice and her lover because they were so
few, nor because they were mingled with many an ap-
prehension, nor because many an anxious topic intruded
on the conversation. It is the light and shade, the close
opposition of the dark and the sparkling, that gives zest
even to joy. Hugh de Mortmar enjoyed it to the full
for the time ; but the moment after he had placed Alice
in the vehicle, given strict directions to the band which
accompanied her, and had seen the cavalcade wind
awdy into the dark paths of the wood, he gave himself
up to less pleasing thoughts, summoned some of those
from his troops in whom he felt the greatest degree of
confidence, and remained with them for a short time in
close deliberation, concerning the measures to be taken
for the relief of the Lord of Imbercourt.

A plan was soon determined; and an hour before
daylight one of the band was despatched to Ghent, hab-
ited as a peasant, and charged to gain every information
in regard to the proceedings of the council, but to hasten
back with all speed, as soon as he had obtained suffi-
cient knowledge of what was passing in the city. In
the meanwhile all was held in readiness, to act imme-
diately upon the receipt of the tidings which he was to
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bring; and messengers were despatched in every direc.
tion, to prepare the bodies of free companions, scat-
tered through the different woods in the neighbourhood
of Ghent, for instant movement upon the city.

w————

CHAPTER VIIL

WaiLe such events had been passing without the
tes of Ghent, the estates of Flanders and Brabant—as
the members somewhat gnndilogentl styled the
anomalous assemblage which had beén collected in that
city—hed prolonged. their sittings till night had shaken
hands with morning. The Lords of Hugonet and Im-
bercourt had, as we have seen, been arrested by their
commands; but this was not all, and every individual of
any weight, who was clearly connected with what was
called the French pa.rt{ at the court, had likewise been
committed to Erison. t may be necessary, however, to
state how such a bold and sweeping measure,~—a mea-
sure so full of difficulties, and so likely to encounter
strenuous opposition,—had been carried into effect.
No favour was shown to any one; and, as soon as
the assembly met, Albert Maurice, 80 averse, in gen-
eral, to deeds of violence, proposed in quick succession,
and with an eager light in his eye, which proved how
deeply his personal feelings were impli , the names
of the victims who were to be exposed to the fiery
ordeal of a public trial, under such an excited and furious
state of the popular mind. With bold and sweeping
gitions, sng&orted by extraordinary eloquence, he laid
t down, in opening address, as a first grand prin-~
ciple, that those who sought to unite Flanders with
France were declared enemies to their native country;
and he went on to assume, that even those whe could
show that no mercenary motive influenced them were
worthy, at least, of banishment ; while those who could
be proved to have been bought by France merited
nothing less than death. All this was readily admitted
by his hearers; but the high rank and station of the first
men that he then proceeded to proscribe, their fair
reputation, and a long train of brilliant services to the
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state, caused no small feeling of surprise and apprehen-
sion to a:gitat’e the various members of the states, as
they heard them named. But there was a J)ower and
an authority in the tone of the young president which
overawed or carried away the greater part of his
hearers ; and the calm sneer or cold philosophic rea-
soning of Ganay, who supported him, drove or induced
many of the rest to yield.

" Still it required but the strenuous opposition of some
one .individual, to rouse and lead a large party in the
states against the bold and dangerous.measures pro-
posed ; and to the surprise of that individual was
worthy Martin Fruse, who rose, and, after some agitated
embarrassment,—occasioned both by the importance of
the subject on which he was about to speak,-and his
dislike to oppose his nephew,—found words to begin:
and, once having done so, poured forth, with rapid
utterance, one of those torrents of rude eloquence
which generosity of heart and rectitude of feeling will
sometimes elicit from the roughest and most untutored
mind. .

“No, no, Albert! No, no, my dear boy!” he ex-
claimed. “No, no, it is very wrong,—very wrong in-
deed! For God’s sake, my friends and fellow-citizens,

ause ! let us be wise and firm, but moderate and just.
gVe have done great things,—indeed we have. We
have recovered our freedom; we have regained those
ancient laws and usages which were our blessing in the
olden time, and which may bless us still, if we use them
discreetly. But, fellow-citizens, remember, oh, re-
member! there is a point where our own privileges
end, and where those of other classes and other men
begin. Let us not take one stride beyond the barriers
of our own rights; for surely, if we do, we shall, sooner
or later, be driven back with disgrace. The man who,
with power to right himself, suffers another to rob him
of his property, is little better than a foel; but he who,
because he has once been robbed, grasps at the pos-
sessions of another, is none the less a robber himself.
The nobles have their own privileges and their own
laws; and right it is that they should have them, for
perhaps we are less fitted, from our habits and situa-
tion, to judge them, than they are to judge us. But,
setting that point aside, we claim our own laws and our
own judges, and we have obtained them: the nobles,
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to0, claim theirs, and let them have them too. If they
have wronged each other, let them right themselves;
and if they have wronged the state, whereby we ma
suffer too, let us carry up our impeachment of their
conduct to the footstool of the. princess, and demand
that they be judged by their peers, according to law.
But on no account let us either arrest them without
lawful authority ; and still less let us presume,—a body
of men superior to them in numbers, and in some sort,
1 will say, prejudiced against them, because we hold a
lower rank than they do,—and still less, I say, let us
presume to judge them, when we cannot, from our ve;
station, judge them impartially. A man can very we
judge others, maybe, when he despises them; but no
men can judge others that they envy. I know nothing
of these two lords; and all T have heard of them makes
me believe that they were good and faithful servants of
their prince, so long as he was living ; but if you have
good cause to think that they have since betrayed their
country to France, accuse them before the princess and
her council, and let them be judged by their equals.”

“ What! and give them time to escape the pursuit of
justice !” demanded Albert Maurice, sternly; but im-
mediately assuming a softer tone, he added, “ Had any
other man spoken the words we have just heard, I
should have instantly called upon the States of Flanders
not to entertain for.a moment ideas which would go to
circumscribe all their powers. I would have endeav-
oured to show that we have a right, as the representa-
tives of the whole of Flanders and Brabant, to defend
our existence as a nation, and our general interests as a
free people, by arresting any one whom we find labouring
to sell us at the highest price to a foreign’power; and,
by making the most terrible example of such traitors,
to deter others from similar treason,—without adducing
any weaker reasons. But to you, my uncle,—my best
and kindest friend,—I am bound by love and gratitude;
and—as the oldest and most revered member of the
council—to you the states are bound by reverence and
esteem to yield every motlive which can satisfy your
mind. I, therefore, as one of the provincial council of
the princess, may now inform you that one-half of that.
council—" . -

“The Duke of Gueldres has signed the order,” whis-
pered Ganay, laying a parchment before the president,
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who instantly proceeded,— that even a majority of the
council have consented to the arrest of these two men,
the Lord of Imbercourt and the Chanceller Hugonet
and surely, did there exist no other right in this as-
sembly to try them for their manifold and recent of.
fences, the warrant of three such men of their own
order as the Duke of Cleves, the Duke of Gueldres,!
and the Bishop of Liege would be ample authority for
such a proceeding.”

As he spoke, he spread out the parchment on the
table before the rest, and slowly pronouncing the names
of the three princes who, from the base motives of

" personal ambition or revenge, had been induced to con-
sent to such a degradation of their class, he pointed with
his finger in succession to their signatures attached to
the order for arresting the unfortunate nobles. Martin
Fruse was silent ; the voice of every other person present
was raised for the instant execution of a warrant so
signed, though many, by leaving the order without any
further authority, would have gladly shifted the respon-
sibility of the act upon those princes who had signed it
and would thus have escaped themselves from a task for
which, with all the will in the world, they wanted the
necessary courage.

Albert Maurice, however, and several others, made
of sterner stuff than the generality of the burghers by
whom they were surrounded, had more extended views
and more daring purposes, and were determined not to
trust the execution of the vengeance they proposed to
wreak to such doubtful friends as the Dukes of Cleves
and Gueldres, and the Bishop of Liege. The first, in-
deed, had shown himself.the bitter foe of Imbercourt
from the moment he had discovered that the statesman
had determined to save the country, if possible, from |
foreign invasion, by uniting Mary of Burgundy to the'
heir of the French crown. To the Bishop of Lieg
Imbercourt had long been a personal enemy; and the
Duke of Gueldres had motives of his own, or rather
motives suggested by Ganay, for seeking to alienate tht
unhappy minister from the councils of the princess

* The Dukes of Cleves and Gueldres were d,in the p {
by very evident motives; the one wishing to obtain the hand of the princes
~—which Imbercourt and Hugonet strove to give to France—for his nearss
relation, .:d ;he other ror::mnlf. The moti;; of thor Bishop of Liege n
supposed by historians to have heen rev: acts of justice rendered ¥
Embercourt under the reign of Charies the
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Each, however, of these great lords, Albert Maurice
well knew, was willing t0 compound for the exile of
the minister, and to spare his life ; but he himself judged
rightly, when he thought that Imbercourt, in power oz
in banishment, would never cease his efforts to execute
the design he had laid out, till he were dead, or the
scheme accomplished; and Albert Maurice resolved
that he should die. He tried hard to convince his own
heart that his intentions were purely patriotic ; but his
own heart remained unsatisfied. .Yet, having once
yielded to the %l;omptings of the worse spirit, the
burning doubt in his own bosem, in regard to the purity

- of his motives, but urged him on the course he had

chosen with more blind and furious impetuosity, .in
order to escape from the torturing self-examination to
which conscience prompted him continually. He saw
around him difficulties and dangers on every side,—ob-

stacles alike opposed to his ambition, to his love, and -

tohis aspirations after liberty. He believed himself to
be in the situation of a mariner on a narrow bank, over
which the ocean threatened every instant to break, and
overwhelm himself and the vessel of the state; and he
resolved at once to push off into the midst of the stormy
waves, in despite of the fears of his companions, be-
lieving that his own powers could steer the ship safely.
and that their feebleness must yield him the command,

. till he had piloted her into the port for which he had
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already determined to sail.

The timidity of some, the subtlety of others, the wil-
fulness, the self-conceit of all, he saw could only be
bent to his purposes by plunging them into an ocean of
difficulties, from which he alone could extricate them;
and, understanding well the characters of those by whom
he was surrounded, and prepared to make their talents,
their influence, their wealth, their vices, their very weak-
nesses, subservient to his one great purpose, he resolved
to involve them all in schemes of which he alone knew
the extent.

At once, therefore, he rejected the idea that the war-
rant, signed by the three princes he had named, was
sufficient ; and though he allowed their names to stand
first, he urged upon those who heard him, that the states
must also join in the same act, or forfeit thenceforward
all pretence to real power. His arguments and his au-
th%rity lclzasill.): brought over a large majority of the

oL. II.—E 9
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hearers; and the warrants were sent forth bearing the
names of the whole assembly. A number of othe
persons, less obnoxious, were then, as 1 have before
said, added to the list of those to be secured; and the
meeting of the states did not break up till the fearfu
work of proscription had been dreadfully extended.

The assembly then rose; and member by member.
bowing low to the president,—who had the day befor
taken possession of a suite of apartments in the Stad:
huys; and now made it his dwelling,—left the town-haL.
and departed. Ganay alone remained, and he did so oz
a sign to that effect from Albert Maurice; who, when
all the rest were gone, and the doors closed, leaned hi:
folded arms upon the table, and buried his brows upo
them, as if utterly exhausted with all the fatigues of the
day, and the struggle of many a potent passion in the
arena of his own bosom. The dull flames of the long
burnt lamps but dimly illumined the wide vacant hall
and its dark wainscot ; but the great cresset hung jus
above the head of Albert Maurice, and as the light fel
upon the bright curls of dark hair drop‘fing over his
arms, and upon the magnificent head and form which
those curls adorned, it seemed shining upon some fallet
spirit, in the first lassitude of its despair. Nor did the
‘withered form of Ganay, with his shrewd keen eye:
fixed upon the young citizen, and his cheek shrunk an
pale with the long workings of passion,—concealed hr
subtlety, but not the less potent on that account,—offer
a bad image of some dark tempter, enjoying his triumpt
over the fall of a better being, then writhing before his
eyes under the very fruition of its first evil hopes.

It was Ganay who began the discourse, and the tone
of his voice at once roused Albert Maurice from his mo
mentary absence of mind. “ They have all plunged it
now, indeed !” said the druggist. *I thought not they
would run before our will so easily.”

“ They have plunged in, indeed,” replied Albert Mar
rice; “and so have we! But that matters not. We
will lead them safely through. But now tell me—How
was the Duke of Gueldres won to our wishes ! He owes
his freedom as much to Imbercourt as to any one. I
he, then, so base a slave as he has been pictured? Is
the soil of his heart really so fertile in weeds that
service produces nothing thence but ingratitude 1»

4 Nay, nay, my young friend,” answered the druggist,
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while a bitter speer lurked round his lip at the very can-
dour he assumed ; “you are beginning to think sadly ill
of mankind. They are not so bad a race as you believe.
Like all great patriots, you affect to despise the very
world you would.shed your blood to serve. No, no;
the e of Gueldres, geod honest man, would be as
grateful as his neighbours, if no more powerful motive
came in the way of gratitude. You forget, Albert Mau-
rice, that we are teaching him to believe that his preten- *
sions to the heiress of Burgundy are full as good as those
of the sottish heir of Cleves; so that, whoever seeks to
give her hand to a stranger is an enemg to Adolphus of
Gueldres, who counts boldly on being her husband.” -
The cheek of Albert Maurice flushed, and then grew
pale; for often in the dull and filthy trade of worldly
policy we must work with tools we are ashamed to
touch, and employ means abhorrent to man’s .better
nature. Thus, though obliged to balance one mean soul .
against another, as suitors for her he himself loved, it
stung the young aspirant to the very heart to hear their
pretensions calmly named by any other human being ;
and, giving way to the first burst of indignation, he ex-
claimed, “QOut on him, vile swine! But beware, sir
druggrist ; beware how you raise his mad dreams too
high? and still more beware,” he continued, as a sudden
suspicion seemed to cross his mind, awakened, as had
been frequently the case before, by the sneering tone in
which the druggist sometimes spoke: “and still more
beware how you dare to play into his hands. Mark me,
sir,” and grasping Ganay by the arm, he bent his dark
brow upon him—*“mark me! I know you well; and
you know me, but not so well! You think you use me
as a tool, because, to a certain point, you have suc-
ceeded while following my steps, and have obtained,
and are obtaining, the vengeance for which you thirst.
But learn and know that you have succeeded so far only
because the interests of the state and your own desires
have been bound up together. It is that those whom
you seek to destroy have given you the means of de-’
stroylni them by rendering it necessary that I should
strike them ; not, as perhaps you dream, that you have
bent me to your-purpose. Y{)u see 1 know you, and
some of your most secret thoughts. But hear me fur.
ther ere you reply. . Learn, too, that the transactions
of thirty years ago are not l;o deeply burjed beneath the
2
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dust of time as you may think ; and that though yo
and Adolphus of Gueldres may meet as strangers now.
a-day, I have dreamed that there was a time when y
knew more of each other. So now, you see, I know
you, and some of your most secret deeds; and once
more, I say, beware !

It was the second time that Albert Maurice had re

“ferred boldly to events in the past, which Ganay ha

supposed forgotten ; and the ashy cheek of the druggist
grew, if any thing, a shade paler than before, while, for
a mognent, he gazed upon the face of Albert Maurice
with a glance of amazement, most unwonted to his
guarded features. It passed off, however, in an instant
and a flash of something like anger-succeeded in it
room. But that, too, i)assed away, and he replied calmly.
but somewhat bitterly, “T will beware. But you, too.
Albert Mayrice, beware also. There are some thing

-that it is not well to discuss; but if you can trace—a:

for aught 1 know or care perhaps you can—my whole
course of being for more than thirty years, you wel
know that I am one whose vengeance is somewhat
deadly ; and that however strong you may feel you-
self, it were better to incur the hatred of a whole host
of monarchs than that of ‘'so humble a thing as I am.
Curl not your proud lip, sir president, but listen to me.
and let us both act wisely. I love you, and have loved
you from your childhood ; and, in the great changes tha
are taking place around us, we have advanced together
—1I, indeed, a step behind you; or, in other words, you
have gone on in search of high things and’ mighty des-
tinies, while I have had my objects, no less dear and
precious to my heart, though perhaps less pompously
named in the world’s vocabulary. Let us not, now that
we have done so much, and stood so long side by side.
turn face to face as foes. Doubtless you fear not
me: but let me fell you, Albert Maurice, that I am as
fearless as yourseli,—nay, something more so,—for
there are many mere words cunningly devised, and art
fully preached upon, by monks, and priests, and knaves.
and tyrants, which you fear, and I do not. But let u
set all these things aside; it is wisest and best for us
both to labour on together, without suspicions of eact
other. If, as you say, you know the secrets of the

you well know that I have no mighty cause to love
Adolphus of Gueldres. In what I have done to win hin
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popularity, and to make him- raise. his eyes to the hand
of the sweet and beautiful Princess of Burgundy, I have
but followed your own directions, and no mofe ; and you
mnust feel and know that his power over the people, and
his hope of that bright lady, are, when compared with
yours, but as a feather weighed against a golden crown.”
The firmest heart that ever beat within man’s bosom is,
after all, but a strange weak thing ; and,—though feelings
wvery little short of contempt and hatred were felt by the
Kxung citizen for his insidious companion,—though he
ew that he was false and subtle, and believed that
even trath in his mouth was virtually a lie, from being
intended to deceive,—yet, strange to sagl, the goodly
terms that he bestowed upon Mary of Burgundy,
the flattering picture he drew of his hearer’s probable
success, soothed, pleased, and softened Albert Maurice,
and wiped away, for the moment, many of the individual
suspicions he had been inclined to entertain before. It
must not be supposed, however, that those suspicions,
thus obliterated, did not soon return. They were like
the scratches on an te, which a wet sponge will
apparently wipe away for ever, but which come back
the moment the stone is dry again, and cloud it alto-
gether. He knew Ganay too well, he saw too deeply
into the secrets of his subtle heart, to be ever long with-

out suspicion of his purposes, though artful words and

exciting hopes, administered skilfully to his passions,
would efface them for a time. If this weakness,—and it

certainly was a great one,—did not influence his conduct,

it was, perhaps, as much as could be expected from man.
“t,l mean not, Ganay,” he said, “either to taunt you
or to
you admit yourself, I do you ne wrong,—even on your
own principles,—~in squosing that 4s soon as those ob-
jects are no longer to be gained by aiding and support.
ing me, you will turn to some one whose plans may
better coincide with your own. My purpose, then, in
showing you how thoroughly 1 know you, is, that you
may have the means of seeing that it would be danger-
ous to abandon my interest for that of any other person ;
and that you may balance in your own mind the pros-
cts and difficulties on either side. But, as_you say, to
p this subject, and never to resume it again, unless
the day should come when separate interests and differ-
ent feelings may oppose ug.hostilely to each other, tell

n you; but as our objects are different, which :
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me, candidly and fairly, do you think that if we encour-
age the popularity of him of Gueldres in opposition to
the proud Duke of Cleves, we may safely count upon
his ultimate failure; for did I believe that there were a
possibility of his success, I would slay him myself ere
such a profanation should take place:” and as he
spoke he fixed his eyes upon the face of the druggist,
in order to make the expression of the other’s counte-
nance a running commentary upon the words he was
about to reply. .

1 think,” replied the druggist, firmly and emphatic-
ally, “that Adolphus of Gueldr¢s—stigmatized by the
pure immaculate world we live in as the blood-stained,
the faithless, the perjured, the violator of all duties and
of all rights—has as much chance of obtaining heaven
as of winning Mary of Burgundy. I tell you, Albert
Maurice, that she would sooner die,—ay, die a thousand
times, were it possible,—than wed the man she has been
taught to hate from her infancy.” .

“T believe she would,” murmured the young citizen,
calling to mind the demeanour of the princess when
giving the order for the liberation of the Duke of Guel-
" dres; “I believe she would, indeed.”

« Besides,” continued the druggist,  besides, she lovea
another. Ay, Albert Maurice, start not! She loves
another. What, man, are you so blind? I had fancied
that all your hopes, and one-half your daring, had birth
in that proud consciousness.” °

Never dreaming that his companion would so boldly
dilate upon what was still but one of the most indistinct
visions of hope, even within his own bosom,—a visijon,

. indeed, which was the prime motive of all his thoughts
and actions, but which he had never dared to scrutinize
carefully,~—Albert Maurice, with all the irritable jealousy
of love, had instantly concluded that Ganay, in the first
part of what he said, had alluded to some other object of
the prineess’s affection, and his cheek for a moment
turned pale, till the latter part of the other’s speech set
the blood rushing back into it with renewed force,

¢ Mark my words,” continued Ganay; “ mark my
words, and see whether, by the gray dawn of to-morrow,
you are not sent for to the palace. But remember,
Albert Maurice, that though patriotism may lead a man
to the summit of ambition, and though love, as well as
glory and authority, may become the fitting reward for
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services rendered to his country, {et, in the path thither,
he must never sacrifice his dl:{ or-any of those tempt-
ations, or he will surely lose all, and gain nothing.”

A slight smile passed over the features of Albert Mau-
rice,—whose passions, in this instance, did not interfere
to blind his native acuteness,—as he saw what use his
artful companion could make of the words duty and pa-
triotism while it served his purpose, though at other
times he might virtually deny the existence of such en-
tities. *“How mean you?” he said. “Your position,
good friend, is general; but you have some more par-
ticular object in it.”

I mean,” replied Ganay, “that should Mary of Bur-
gundy use all those sweet words which love itself teaches
woman to employ in moving the heart of man, in order
to shake your duty to your country, and make you work
out the safety of two convicted traitors, you, Albert
Maurice, must ‘have firmness enough to say no, even to
her you love ; remembering that if gou let them escape,
even into banishment, you may look upon the marriage
of Mary of Burgundy with the Dauphin of France as
sure "as that you yourself exist. Look, too, a little fur-
ther, and think of the consequences. Even supposin
you could brook your personal disappointment, ang
calmly see her you love in the arms of the weak boy of
France, what would befall your country ! Already one-
half of the nobles of Burgundy and Flanders have gone
over to the French! Already half our towns are in

- possession of Louis, that most Christian knave ; and at

the very first breathing of the news that a treaty of
marriage was signed between the heirs of France and
Burgundy, the whole land would rush forward to pass
beneath the yoke, while the blood of those who sought
to save their country would be poured out in the streets
of Ghent, to expiate the crime of patriotism.”

“Fear not,” replied Albert Maurice; “proved, as it
is, beyond all doubt, that these two men have dared to
negotiate the sale of their native land to him who has
been its great ememy, there is no power on earth that
could induce me to interpose and save them from the
outstretched arm of justice. They shall be fairly heard,
and fairly tried ; and if it be proved,—which it cannot
be,—that they are guiltless, why let them go, in God’s
name, as free as the blast of the ocean: but if they be
condemned, they die, Ganay.”
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80 be it,” said the druggist; “in this instance at
least, justice to your country is your only chance of
personal success; and now, good night, and every fair
dream attend you.”

‘Thus ended their long conference; and Ganay, de-
scending from the hall, waked his two sleepy attendants,
who were nodding over an expiring fire in the vesti-
bule below. Each instantly snatched up his sword and
target, to conduct his master home, for the streets of
Ghent were not quite so safe since the death of Charles
the Bold as they had been under his stricter reign.
A boy with a lantern preceded the dmgiist on his way
homeward; and as he walked on across the Lys towards
the church of St. Michael, the subtle plotter bent his
eyes. upon the ground, and seemed counting the stones,
as the checkering light of the lantern x})assed over
them. But his thoughts were not so void of matter;
and he muttered words which showed how deeply
some parts of his late eonversation,—which seemed
to affect him but little at the time,—had in reality sunk
into his heart. ““He is quieted for the present,” he
said, “and he must do out his work,~—but he must die,
=] fear me he must die ; and {et my heart fails me to
think it. Why and how did he learn 8o much? and
why was he mad emeough to breathe it when he had
learned it? But I must think more ere I determine.
Those papers!” he added,—* those papers,—if I could
but get at those papers! Whatever hearsay knowl
. he may have gained, he could make out nothing wit

out those papers.” .

‘While thus—muttering to himself broken sentences
of the dark purposes which dwelt within his own
bosom—the druggist pursued his way homeward, Al-

, bert Maurice retired to his bed-chamber in the town-
house, and summoned his attendants to aid in undress-
ing him. No man really more despised the pomp and |
circumstance of state; but since he had taken upon
himself the government of Flanders,—for the ‘Ewer
he had assumed was little less,—he had in some degree
affected a style of regal splendour, and attendants of
all kinds waited his coml;nands. Tal:gn%cessity of cap-
tivating the vulgar mind by show, of impressing on
the mgltitude respect for the office that he held, was
the excuse of the young citizen to himself and others;
but there was something more in it all thin that~—a
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sort of flattering stimulus to hope and expectation was
to be drawn from the magnificence with which he sur-
rounded himself; and he seemed to feel, that the
thought of winning Mary of Burgundy was something
more than a dream, when he found himself in some
sort acting the monarch in her dominions. He felt,
too,—and there might be a charm in that also,—that
he acted the monarch well ; and that the robes he had
assumed became him, while the native dignity of his
whole demeanour, and the unaffected ease with which
he moved amid- the splendour he displayed, dazzled
the eyes of those that surrounded him, so that he met
nothing but deference and respect from all.

He ﬂeitadthat night as calmly in the couch of state
as if he been born among the halls of kings; and
he was still in the arms of slumber, when a page waked
him, announcing, as Ganay had predicted, that the
princess required his presence at the palace with all
speed. He instantly rose, and dressing himself in such
guise as might become him well, without incurring a
charge of ostentatious presumption, he proceeded to
obey the summons he had received; and was led at
once to the presence of Mary of Burgundy.

The princess, as usual, was not absolutelyy alone; for
one of her attendants,—the same who had accompanied
her during the thunder-storm in the forest of Hannut,
—now remained at the farther extremity of the room,
but at such a distance as to place her out of ear-shot.
It was, indeed, as well that it should be so; for M
was. pre‘pared to plead to her own subject for the life
of her faithful servants,—a humiliation to which the
fewer witnesses admitted the better. The feeling of
degradation to which she submitted was not without a

effect upon Mary’s heart, however gentle and
yielding that heart might be ; and the st e between
anxiety to save the ancient friends of her father and
herself, and the fear of descending from her state too
far, wrote itself in varying characters upon her coun-
tenance, which weeks of painful thoughts and fears
had accustomed too well to the expression of agitated
rehension. .
t was still, however, as beautiful a picture of a
ight and gentle soul as ever mortal eye rested on;
as Albert gazed upon it, half-shrouded as it was by
tha long black mourning ;;eil which the princess wore
3
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in memory of her father’s death, he could not but feel
that there yas a powerin loveliness like that, to shake
the stemes?resolues of his heart, and turn him all into
weakness. The agitation of his own feelings too,—
the hopes that would mount, the wishes that would
not be repressed,—rendered him anxiously alive to every
varying expression of Mary’s face; and without the
vanity of believing that all he saw spoke encourage-
ment to himself, he could not but dream that the colour
came and went more rapidly in her cheek, that her eye
more often sought the ground while speaking to him,
than in the 'most earnest consultation with her other
counsellors. . Perhaps, indeed, it was so; but from far
other causes than his hopes would have led him to
believe. Seldom called to converse with him but in
moments of great emergency, Mary was generally
more moved at such fimes than on other occasions, and
when agitated, the eloquent blood would ever. come and
in her cheek, with every varying emotion of her
eart. In him, too, she met one of a class with which
she was unaccustomed to hold any near commune:
and, at the same time, there was a power, and a fresh-
ness, and a graceful enthusiasm in all the young
burgher’s demeanour, which never can be without effect
upon so fine a mind as that of the princess. Perhaps,
too—though had she ever dreamed that such a thing
as love for her could enter into his imagination, she
would have been as cold as ice itself—perhaps, too,
she might feel that there was something of admiration
in the young burgher’s eyes, which she would not en-
courage, but at which she could not feel offended, and
which she might have done something to check, had
she not felt afraid of wounding and alienating one whom
it was her best interest to attach. Nevertheless, it
. might be the very desire of doing so, and the fear of
ﬁiving pain, that agitated her still more, and rendered
€r manner more changeful and remarkable.

Such were their mutual feelings,—varying through
& thousand fine shades, which would require a far more
skilful hand than that which now writes to portray,—
when they met on that eventful morning—the sovereign
to solicit, and the subject to deny. .

A few words explained to Albert Maurice the cause
of the call he had received to Mary’s presence ; and the
occasion having once been explained, she went on,
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with gentle but zealous eloguence, with a flushed cheek
and a glistening eye, to beseech him, by every motive
that she thought likely to move his heart, to save the
lives of her faithful servants.

“ Indeed, dear lady,” he replied, “ you attribute to
me more power than I possess; for much I fear, that,

. even were I most anxious to screen two men, accused
of selling their native land to a foreign prince, from a-
judicial trial and judgment, I should be totally unable
to bring such a thing to pass. Willingly, most willingly,
would I lay down my own life for your service, madam,
and be proud to die in such a cause; but to pervert the
course of justice would be a far more bitter task to
Albert Maurice than to die himself.”

¢ But remember, sir, oh remember!” replied Mary,
¢ that we are told to show mercy, as we hope for
mercy; and sfill further remember, that, in their deal-
ings with France, the Lords of Imbercourt and Hugonet
were authorized by my own hand; and if there were
a crime therein committed, I am the criminal alone!
The act was mine, not theirs, as under my commands
they went.”

“Your grace is too generous,” replied the young
burgher, ‘“to take upon yourself so great a responsi-
bility, when, in truth, it is none of yours. How reluc-
tant you were to treat with France, none knows better
than I do; and what unjust means must have been used
to induce you, I can full well divine.” .

“ Nay, nay, indeed !” she said: *it was my voluntary
act,—done upon due consideration; and no one is to
blame, save myself.”

“If, lady,” rejoined Albert Maurice, speaking in a
low but solemn tone, “if you indeed do wish for this
French alliance,—if you desire to unite yourself with
your father’s pertinacious enemies,—if, as your own
voluntary act, you would give your hand to the puny
boy, whose numbered days will never see him sovereign
of France, and who can alone serve to furnish a new
claim to Louis XI. for annexing your territories to his
own—if, I say, such be your own sincere desire, I will
most assur Kaatahe it to the States General.”

“If 1-say that it is so, will it save the lives of my
two faithful servants?!” demanded Mary, anxiously,
while her heart beat painfully with the struggle between
the desire of rescuing her counsellors, er shripk- -

v
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ing abhorrence of the marriage proposed toher. “ Wil
it,—tell me,—will it save them !”

“T cannot promise that it will,” replied Albert Mau-
rice. “The states must decide, whether those who
counselled such an act are not still most guilty, though

our grace was prevailed mpon to sanction it. Nor,
fady, must you think that such a sacrifice on your Ean
would achieve even the pacification of France and Bur-
ndy. Be assured, that there is not an unbought man
1 all Flanders who would not shed the last drop of his
blood ere he would consent to the union of the two
countries. Nor do I believe that Louis of France him-
self would accede. He claims the whole of your lands,
madam, upon other titles. Burgundy he calls his own
by right of male descent ; the districts of the Somme he
declares to have been unjustly wrung from the crown
of France; and the counties of Flanders and Artois,
he says, are his of right, though he has not yet deigned
to yield a specification of his claim. Doubtless he
has striven to buy your servants and your counsellors;
and many of them has' he purchased—not to promote
your union with his son, but to betray your lands and
eities into his power.” :

¢ But these faithful friends,” said Mary, * these noble
gentlemen whom you now hold in captivity, are all
unsoiled by such a reproach.”

“Your pardon, madam,” replied Albert Maurice,
gravely ; “ such is one of the chief crimes with which
they are charged. Good evidence, too, it is said, can
be produced against them ; and though I have not my-
self examined the proofs, yet I fear they will be found
but too strong.™

Mary stood aghast—not that she believed the -acce
sation for a moment, but that any one should find
means of making even such a pretext against those
whose honour seemed to her too bright for such a stain
to rest upon them for a moment. ¢ Oh, save them !I"

she exclaimed, at length, with passienate eagerness.
“Save them, sir, if you love honour, if you love jus-
tice! Look there,” she continued, advancing to the
high window of the apartment, and pointing with her
hand to the scene spread out below—* Look there !”

Albert Maurice gazed out in some rise. It was,
indeed, as fair a sight as ever he had looked ymen.
The situation of the casement at which he stood :



THE REVOLT OF GHENT. 109

manded an extensive view over the whole country
round. The sun had not risen above an hour. The
world was in all the freshness of early spring. The
mists and dews of night, flying from before the first
bright rays of day, h gathereg together in thin white
clouds, and were skimming rapidly towards the horizon,
leaving the sky every moment more blue and clear.
Ghent lay yet half-asleep beneath the palace, with its
rivers and its canals constantly gleaming in here and
there among the gray, sober-coloured houses, while
innumerable monastenes, with their green gardens, and
churches, with their tall spires, broke the monotony
both of colour and form, and pleasantly diversified the
scene. As the eye wandered on over the walls, past
the suburbs, through a maze of green fields and young
plantations, a fair, undulating country met its view, in-
terspersed with deep, brown woods, from which every
now and then rose a village spire, or a feudal tower,
while the windings of the Scheldt and the Lys, with
every now and then an accidental turn of the Lieve,
were seen glistening like streams of silver through the
distant prospect. Over all the ascending sun was pour- -
ing a flood of the soft light of spring, while the clouds,
as they flitted across the sky, occasionally cut off his
beams from different parts of the view, but gave a more
sparkling splendour, by contrast, to the rest.

* Look there !” said Mary of Burgundy—**look there !
Is not that a fair scene 1” she added, after a moment’s
pause.—*Is not that a beautiful land? Is it not a
proud and pleasant thing te be lord of cities like this,
and countries like that before you! Yet let me tell
you, sir, I would sacrifice them all. I would resign
power and station, the broad lands my father left me,
the princely name I own—ay, and never drop a tear to
know them lost for ever, so that I could save the life
of those two noble gentlemen now in such peril by
false suspicions. Oh, sir, I beseech, I entreat; and
did it beseem either of us, I would cast myself at your
feet to implore that you would save them. You can,
—I know you can; for well am I aware of all the power
which, not unjustly, your high &:mlities have obtained
among your fellow-citizens. , use it, sir, for the
noblest, for the best of purposes '—use it to save them
at my entreaty, and for my sake.” .

As she e, agitation, oeagemou, and grief aver-

10 .
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came every other consideration, and the tears streamed
rapidly over her fair cheeks, while with clasped hands
and raised up eyes, she sought to'move her hearer.
Nor was he unmoved ; on the contrary, he was shaken
to the very heart. That stern determination which he
thought virtue, the ambition which rose up beside pa-
triotism, and was beginning to overtop the nobler shoot—
all were yielding to the more powerful force of love;
or, if they struggled, struggled but feebly against that
-which they could not withstand.. His temples throbbed,
his cheek turned pale, his lip quivered, and words were
rising to utterance which might, perhaps, have changed
the fate of nations, when quick steps and loud voices
in the ante-chamber attracted the attention both of him-
self and the princess.

“ Stand back, sir,” exclaimed the coarse tones of
the Duke of Gueldres. “By the Lord, if the princess
is in counsel with any one, as you say, the more reason
that I should be present at it. Am not I one of her
counsellors both by birth and blood ?”

Bgf this time he had thrown open the door; and,
striding boldly into the chamber, he advanced with a
“ Good morrow, fair cousin : if you be in want of coun-
sellors, here am 1, ready to give you my best advice.”

Mary’s cheek turned pale as he approached ; but she
replied, mournfully, “ My best and most tried counsel-
lors  have been taken from me, sir,and I know not in |
whom I may now trust.”

“Trust in_me, fair cousin, trust in me,” replied the
duke; but Albert Maurice sntermpted him.

“1 believe, sir,” he said, “ that it is customary for
the princess, when she wants the counsel of any indi-
vidual, to send for him, and for none to intrude them-
selves upon her without such a summons. I, having
been so honoured this morning, and having received her
commands, shall now leave her, doubting not that she
will be weH pleased that we both retire.”

“School not me, sir citizen,” replied the Duke of
Gueldres, fiercely;  for, though you fly so high a flight,
by the Lord I may find it necessary some day to trim
your wings.”

Albert Maurice replied only by a glance of withering
contempt, which might have stung the other into some
new violence, had not Mary interposed. “I did mnet
think to see such wrangling in my presence, gentlemen.”
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she said, assuming at once that air of princely dignity
which became her station; “1 would be alone. You
may retire !” and for'a single instant the commanding
tone and the flashing eye reminded those who saw her
of her father, Charles the Bold. .

The rude Duke of Gueldres himself was abashed and
overawed ; and, having no pretence prepared for re--
maining longer, he bowed, and strode gloomily towards
the door, satisfied with having interrupted the conversa-
tion of the princess and Alpert Maurice, of which he
had from some source received intimation. The young
citizen followed, not sorry to be relieved from entreaties
which had nearly overcome what he believed to be a
virtuous resolution ; although—with that mixture of feel-
ings which scarcely any circumstance in human life is
without—he was pained and dngry, at the same time,
to be forced to quit-the society of one so beloved, how-
ever dangerous that society might be to his fancied
duties. He bowed low as he departed ; and Mary, drop-

ing the tone of authority she had assumed, with clasped -
ands, and an imploring look, murmured, in alow tone,
“ Remember! oh, remember!”

The Duke of Gueldres proceeded down the stairs be-
fore him, with a heavy step and a gloomy brow. Nev-
ertheless, that prince, whose cunning and whose vio- -
lence were always at war with each other, oaly re-
quired a short time for thought, to perceive that he
could not yet, in the bold designs which had been in-
stilled into his mind, dispense with the assistance and
support of the young citizen; and he determined, as
speedily as possible, to do away any unfavourable im-
pression which his rude insolence might have left upon
the mind of the other. .

“ Master Albert Maurice,” he said, as soon as they
had reached the vestibule below, *i’faith I have to be
your pardon for somewhat sharp speech but now. Goog
sooth, I am a hasty and a violent man, and you should
not cross me.”

My lord duke,” reflied Albert Maurice gravelg, but
not angrily, “ your apology is more due to yourself than
to me. It was the Duke of Gueldres you lowered: Al-
bert Maurice you could not degrade ; and as to crossinﬁ
you, my lord,—that man’s violence must be a muc
mote terrible thing than I have ever met with yet, that
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could scare me from crossing him when I felt it my duty
to do se.

The Duke of Gueldres bit his lip, but made no reply;
for thére was a commanding spirit about the young
burgher, which, supported by the great power he pos-
sessed in the state, the other felt he could not cope with,
at least till he had advanced many steps further in popu-
lar favour. He turned away angrily, however, seeing
that cenciliation was also vain: and flinging himself on
his horse, rode off with the few attendants he had col-
_ lected in haste to accompany him to the palace.

Albert Maurice returned more slowly to the town-
house, clearly perceiving that the coming of the Duke
of Gueldres, in the midst of his conferencc with the

rincess, had not been agcidental, and endeavouring, as

e rode on, to fix with certainty upon the person who
had given that prince the information on which he had
acted.

CHAPTER IX.

A pay intervened: but at noon on that whieh fol-

lowed, an immense dense crowd was assembled in the |
open space before the town-house of Ghent. Never- |
theless, though the multitude was perhaps greater than |
ever the square of St. Pharailde had contained before,

there was a stillness about it all, which spoke that men
were anticipating some great event. Each one who
spoke addressed his neighbour in that low tone which
argues awe: but by far the ireater part of the people
remained gzrfectly silent, with their eyes turned towards
the town-house, immediately in front of which stood a
scaffold, hung with black cloth, supporting two low
blocks of wood, and surrounded by a large party of the
burgher guard. A still larger body of the same

kept the space between the scaffold and the publie build-
ing before which it was placed ; and, in all, the armed
force present seemed more than sufficient to keep order
and overawe the evil-disposed. In fact, the regular
municipal power had been increased to an extraordi
degree during the last fortnight, both by an extended
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levy among the citizens themselves, and by the raising
of a number of extraordinary companies from among
the peasantry of the neighbouring districts, joined to all
such disbanded soldiers as were willing to enrol them-
selves under the banners of the commune. ' The trained
force thus at the disposal of* the town-council of Ghent
amounted to at least seven thousand men, and, on the
morning of which we speak, a great part of this bod
were drawn up between the town-house and the scaﬂ‘oldy,
and in the main court of the building.

At the same time, it is to be remarked, that almost all
the burghers, and a number of the peasantry of the
eountry round about, had provided themselves with war-
like weapons, since the first disturbances which fol-
lowed the death of the duke; so that the multitude
which thronged the space before the town-house ap-
peared universally in arms. The principal weapons
with which they had furnished themselves were long
gikes; and any one gazing over the market-place might

ave fancied it crowded by an immense body of dis-
mounted lancers; but, at the same time, a number of
the more wealthy were provided with swords also ; and
one or two appeared more in the guise of regular men
at-arms than simple citizens. It was remarked that
amid the assembly were a number of persons with
somewhat hard features and weather-beaten counte-
nances, habited in the ordinary dress of peasants, but in
general better armed than the rest of the people. These
men seemed to have but few acquaintances in the town,,
but wherever any two of them met, they appeared in-
stantly to recognise each other; and, by a quiet unob-
trusive, but steady movement forward, they gradually
made their way one by one through the crowd, to the
immediate vicinity of the scaffold. Another circum-
stance, also, was remarked by those people in the crowd
who occupied all their vacant moments by looking about
them, whiech was, that, close to the head of one of the
bands of the burgher guard, and conversing from time "
to time with the officer who commanded it, appeared a
young man of a powerful and active form, dressed as a
common man-at-arms, with the beaver of his helmet at
what was called the half-spring ; in short, so far openas
to give him plenty of air, yet not sufficiently thrown up
to l'e’?ose'hm face. In those days,it must be remem-
bered that the appemncoﬁ of men in armour had

1
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nothing extraordinary in it, either in the country or the
town, and consequently such a sight was not at all ur-
common in the streets of Ghent at any time; but had

" become far more 80 since the burghers had assumed the
authority they now-claimed, as not a few of. the rich
young merchants, every now and then, chose to ape the
nobles, whom they were desirous of overthrowing ; and
would appear in the streets clothed, like the ghost of
Hamlet's father, in complete steel.

Whether the captain of the band to whom the stran-
ger addressed himself was or was not previously ac-
quainted with the man-at-arms, he seemed well pleased
with his company, which certainly somewhat tended to
relieve the irksome anticipation of a disagreeable duty.
Their conversation, however, soon appeared to tum
-upon more important matters; and they Iflpoke quick and
eagerly, though in so low a tone that only a few words
of what they said reached the bystanders.

«1 wish them no ill, poor wretches, God knows,” the
captain of the band was heard to say, in reply to some-
thing the other had whispered the moment before. Two
or three indistinct sentences succeeded ; and then, he
again answered, “If any one would begin I would fol-
low ! we have as good aright to a say in the matter as
any one else.”

Again the man-at-arms spoke with him rapidly ; and
the other rejoined in a low and hurried tone— Stay! I
will see what the men say! Stand back, sir!™ he
added, pushing back, angrily, one of the crowd, who in-
truded upon the open space, and came within earshot.
He then walked leisurely along the file of men-: that he
commanded, speaking a few words, now to one, now to
another; and then, turning back with an air of assumed
indifference, he said to the person with whom he had
before been speaking, “It will do! They do not want
any more blood spilt. They are all murmuring, to a
man. Go and speak with the captain on the other side.”

While this was passing in the immediate vicinity of
the scaffold, several of the persons I have described as
looking like weather-beaten peasants had, in making
their way through the crowd, paused to speak with a
number of the citizens ; at first asking some questions
in regard to the multitude, and the dark preparations be-
fore the town-house, as if ignorant of what had lately
taken place in the city. They then generally praceeded
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to comment on the reply made to them ; and then some-
thing was always said about the shame and horror of
staining their market-place with public executions for
state crimes which the events of a few weeks might
render no crimes at all.

. Thus, one of them demanded of a fat burgher, by
whom he passed, “ Why, what is the matter, neigh-
bour? This looks asif they were going to cut off some
one’s head.”

* And so they are, to be sure,” replied the citizen.
* They are going to do execution upon the Lord of Im-
bercourt, and Hugonet the chancellor, who were con-
demned this morning for treating with France and re-
ceiving bribes.”

‘“ Ay, did they receive bribes 1"’ rejoined the peasant:
<« that is strange enough ; for I always thought that they
were as free and liberal of their gold to those who
needed it as any men living, and coveted nothing be-
longing to another ; and those are not the sort of men,
1 have heard say, who usually receive bribes.”

¢ Ay, that is true enough, indeed !” answered the citi-
zen, with a sigh. :

¢ But did they really receive bribes ! persevered the

asant.  Was it clearly proved !

¢ No, no, I believe not,” replied the citizen. * Proof
they could not get—proof they could not get ; but there
was strong suspicion.” )

“'Tis hard a man should die for mere suspicion,
though ; for who would be safe if that were law ¥’ an-
swered the other. “If I had been one of them, I would
have appealed to the King of France and Court of
Peers.”

“ Why, so they both did,” replied the citizen; “but
they are to die for all that.”

«“'Then I would not be a citizen of Ghent for ten thou-
sand crowns,” answered the peasant; “ for, by the Lord,
Louis and his peers will be like to hang every one of
them that he catches; and it is a sad thing to be hanged
for spilling innocent blood, Were I one of the citizens
of Ghent, they should never stain the market-place in
such a way while I had a voice to raise against 1t.”

“ Ay, ay, it is very sad !” said the citizen: “and I dare
say if any one would begin, many a man would cry out .-
gguinst it too.” ‘

“ Well, well,” mwemd_the other; I must forward,
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and see what is going on; and I hope some one soill cn
. out against it.” ’

Thus speaking, the peasant, as he seemed to be
ushed his way on for a little distance, and then, pausin
y another of the citizens, held with him a short conver.

sation, like that which we have just narrated, asking very
nearly the same questions, and making very nearly the
same observations on the answers he received.

The instance which has just been particularized was
only one out of many; for in every part of the crowd
were to be seen persons similar in appearance to the
man whose conversation we have just detailed, and who
acted precisely upon the same plan, though the words
they made use of might be slightly different. The man-
at-arms who had been talking with the captain of one of
the city bands, in accordance with the intimation he
had received, was, in the mean time, making his way
round to speak with the person who commanded the
company at the other side of the scaffold. As, in his
apparent military capacity, he strode boldly across the
space kept clear in front of the scaffold, and consequently
encountered none of the impediments which might have
delayed him, had he attempted to proceed through the
crowd, he would, probably, soon have accomplished this
s:n-pose; but at that moment a considerable noise and

isturbance was heard in the direction of the town-house,
mingled"yvith shouts of “ They are coming !—sthey are

The ear of the man-at-arms immediah:llz caught the
sound. He paused for a single instant ; and then taking
a step back to aspot whence he could descry the inter-
mediate space between the scaffold and the town-house,
he saw a body of people moving from the principa
entrance of that edifice, through a double line of the
burgher guard. The procession consisted of a number
of the municipal council, a body of various officers of
the state, Maillotin du Bac the prévét maréchal, two
executioners with naked axes, and the unfortunate
nobles Imbercourt and Hugonet, bound and bareheaded.

The man-at-arms instantly perceived that he would
not have time to accomplish what he propesed ; and with
three strides he placed himself once more by the sideof
the officer with whom he had before been speaking.

Gathered at the same point were, by thjs time, at leas
s hundred and fifty of the peasant-looking men whom we
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have before described; and, forcing their way through
the crowd in every direction, with no longer any affecta-
tion of ceremony, or regard to the convenience of those
they thrust out of their way, there appeared a number
-of others perfectly similar in appearance. The eyes of
the whole of this distinct body were evidently turned
upon the man-at-arms; and it was observed that the one
who stood nearest to him held something enveloped in
the flap of his coarse brown coat, as if to be given at a
moment’s notice.

¢ Now,” said the man-at-arms, addressing the captain
of the burgher guard, * do your'duty as a brave man, as
a good citizen, and more,—as a good Christian, and you
shall have plenty of suppo. A

¢ But who are you?” demanded the captain of the
guard, eying him eagerly:—*“who are you, who so
boldly promise support in such a case as this?” -

¢ am the Vert Gallant of Hannut,” replied the man-

‘#¢-arms; and at the same moment, stretching back his
hand to the peasant behind him, he received a broad
green scarf and plume, the one of which he fastened
instantly in his casque, and waved .the other, for a
moment, high in the air before he threw it over his
shoulder. .

The signal had an instantaneous effect. The brown
coarse coats of the peasants were thrown off, and they
appeared armed in steel corslets and brassards, while
the distinctive marks of the well-known green riders
of Hannut were seen boldly displayed in the midst of
the streets of Ghent. Although where each of these
men was making his way onward, and at the point where
so many had already congregated, this sudden change
occasioned a considerable sensation ; yet the great body
of the crowd was agitated by so many different feelings,
and the general tumult was at that moment so great,
that the transaction passed with only casual notice.
Almost every one throughout the multitude was, indeed,
moved by sensations of his own; and each nearly at
once gave voice to those feelings, as his eye happened
tg catch different points in the scene that was passing in
the square.

¢ They are coming ! they are coming ! shouted some.
—“Where?! where?” exclaimed others.—“ Who the
devil are these?” cried those who saw the green
riders.— Death to the enemiea of Ghent!” vociferated
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the fiérce.—* Poor wretches! will no mercy be shown
_ to'them ?” said the pitiful.—* What a large axe! how

‘pale they look! Who are those behind ! cried others
of the crowd.

In the mean while, the mournful procession came on.
The new eschevins of Ghent, elected by the people
themsélves, mounted the scaffold, and ranged themselves
around, to see the sentence they had lately pronounced
carried into execution. The two executioners took
their places by the blocks, and leaned the axes which
they bore against them; while they made themselves
ready to go through the prepa.ratox;_y part of their sad
function. The condemned nobles followed after ; and
several members of the municipal council—but Albert
Maurice was not among them—closed the whole, and
occupied the only vacant space left at the back of the
scaffold. At the same moment a gentleman in splendid
arms, half-concealed under a surcoat of costly embroid-
ery, followed by a number of richly-dressed attendants,
forced his way rudely through the crowd, and thrust
himself close to the foot of the scaffold, on the opposite
side to that where the Vert Gallant had placed himself
He then crossed his arms upon his broad, bull-like chest,
and stood gazing upon the awful scene that was proceed-
ing above, with a look of ruthless satisfaction.

The Lord of Imbercourt at once advanced to the front
of the scaffold, and gazed round upon the multitude before
him. He was very pale, it is true; but his step was as
firm as when he strode the council-chamber in the height
of his power: and not a quiver of the lip, not a twinkle
of the eyelid, betrayed that there was such a thing as
fear at his heart.

* Must I die with my hands tied, like a common felon!"
he said, addressing the executioner. :

*“Not if your lordship is prepared to die without
offering resistance,” replied the other.

“1 am prepared, sir,” answered Imbercourt, “to die
as 1 have lived, calmly, honestly, fearlessly.”

The executioner began to untie his hands; and the
Vert Gallant, giving one glance round the crowd, appa-
rently to ascertain the proximity of his followers, drew
forward his sword-belt, and loosened the weapon in the
sheath. Imbercourt at the same time was advancing as
far as possible, as if to address the people, and the whole
multitude, seeing it, kept a profound silence; whea
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suddenly, in the midst of the still hush—just as the Vert
Gallant of Hannut was passing round the head of the file
of burgher guards, till he was within a few steps of the
scaffold itself—a sweet and plaintive voice, which would
have been inaudible under any other circumstances, was
heard from among the crowd exclaiming, .“ Oh, let me
pass; for God’s sake let me pass! they are murdering
my faithful servants. Let me pass, in pity, in mercy let
me pass!” : :

‘It is the princess! it is the princess!” cried a num-
ber of voices: “let her pass! let her pass!” and, by an
involuntary movement of feeling and compassion, the

ople drew hastily back on either side, and Mary of -

urgundy, in the deep mourning of an orphan, with her
bright hair escaped from her veil, and flowing wide over
her shoulders, her face deluged in tears, and her hands
clasped in agony, rushed forward into the open space,
and, casting herself upon her knees before the people of
Ghent, exclaimed aloud the only words she could utter,
¢ Oh, spare them—spare them !”* .
¢ Yes, yes,” cried an honest burgher from the crowd,
“ we will spare them. Out upon it! has not the prince
always had power to show mercy ! Hark ye, neighbours,
ikes and swords for Martin Fruse! On upon the scaf-
old! We will save them!” :

“ Back, false citizen ; back !” cried the cavalier in the
glittering dress we have described. “ What, would you
interrupt the course of justice? By the sun in heaven
they shall die the death;” and, drawing his sword, he
threw himself between the people and the scaffold.

All was now tumult and confusion ; and in one instant
it seemed as if a ‘general spirit of civil strife had seized
upon every part of the multitude. Some shouted, “ Mercy
for them! mercy for them!” :Some, * Justice! justice!
slay the traitors!” Pikes were crossed, and swords
were drawn on all sides. The burgher guards were as
divided as the people. Mary of Burgundy was borne
fainting behind the scaffold ; and those upon the scaffold
itself seemed paralyzed by surprise and fear. But the
green scarfs and burgonets of the riders of Hannut
were seen forcing their way forward through the press,
in spite of all opposition; and at the same moment the
thundering voice of the Vert Gallant was heard rising,

* It may be necessary to inform those who are not deeply read in the chroni-
cles of France, that this fact is minutely sccurate.
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above every thing else, “ On, on to the scaffold, friends of
mercy !” he cried. *Lord of Imbercourt, cast yourself
over, you are among friends!”

Imbercourt might have done so; but he was instantly
seized by Maillotin du Bdc, and one of the executioners,
who unhappily awoke from their first consternation in
time to prevent him from seizing the opportunity which
was unexpectedly presented to-him. The Vert Gallant,
however, pushed forward, sword in hand. All gave way,
or went down before him; the pikes opposed to his
breast shivered like withered houghs beneath his arm;
and he was within a yard of the spot where Imbercourt
stood, when he was encountered, hand to hand, by the
cavalier we have before mentioned ; and each found that
he had met an enemy very different from the burghers
by whom they were surrounded. Each was powerful
and skilful; but the Vert Gallant had, by more than
twenty years, the advantage of his adversary ; and feel-
ing that the fate of Imbercourt must be decided in the
twinkling of an eye—for the guards and executioners
were forcing him down to the block—he showered his
blows upon his adversary with a thundering rapidity that
in a moment brought him upon his knees. He was still,
however, between the young cavalier and the scaffold:
and, fierce with the eagerness of the encounter, Hugh
of Gueldres drew back his arm, to plunge the point of
his sword into the throat of his opponent, when the voice
of one of the cavalier’s attendants exclaimed aloud,

“Save the duke, for God’s sake! Save the Duke of |

Gueldres! Forbear, forbear!”

The Vert Gallant paused, gazing upop his prostrate
enemy, with feelings that can be understood when we
remember that it was his own father who, beaten down
by his superior strength, lay within an inch of his sword’s

int, raised for the purpose of terminating their struggle
g; his parent’s death. His eyes grew dim—his brain
reeled—the sword dropped from his hand, and he fell

"back upon the pavement, without power or conscious-
ness

. At the same moment, the axe of the executioner
swung high in the air—there was a dull, heavy blow—s
rush of dark plood poured over the scaffold; and the
Lord of Imbercourt was no more.
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CHAPTER X.

¥t is a sad thing for a calm, retired student to mt -
down and depict the fierce and terrible passions which
sometimes animate his fellow-beings ; and it is scarcely
asible to tell how worn and shaken his whole frame
eels, after hurrying through some scene of angry vio-
lence and wild commotion. He meets, indeed, with
compensations in pursuing his task. There may be a
high and indescribable pleasure in portraying the better
qualities of human nature in all their grand and beautiful
traits; in describing sweet scenes of nature, and im
striving to find latent associations between the various
aspects of the lovely universe and the mind, the feel-
ings, or the fate of ourselves and our fellow-men.
Nay, more, there may be some touch of satisfaction—
self-complacency, part gratified curiosity—in
tracing the petty qualities of humanity mingling with
the finer ones, the mighty and the mean counterbal-
ancing each other within the same bosom; and in dis-
covering that the noblest of recorded earthly beings is
linked on to our little selves by some fond familiar fault
or empty vanity. But at the same time, though not so
wearing as to paint the struggle of mighty energies
called forth on some great occasion, it 18 even more
painful, perhaps, to sit and draw the same strong pas-
sions working by inferior means, and employing the
low and treacherous slave Cunning, instead of the bold
bravo Daring. To such a picture, however, we must
"}t was on th f the day wh
t was on the evening of t y whose sanguin
commencement we have already noticed, thatfulacaz
calmly by a clear wood fire, with all the means of com-
fort, and even k around him, Ganay the dmgﬁt
sat pondering over the past and the future. Neither
he himself nor Albert Maurice had appeared at the ex-
ecution of Imbercourt and Hugonet—the one careless
of what else occurred, so that his bitter revenge was
tified, the other naturally abhorring scenes of blood.
e drnlgg'lst, however,—though where it was necessary
Vor. II.—F 11
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he neither wanted courage to undertake nor hardihood
to execute- the most daring actions,—was ever well
pleased to let more careless fools perform the perilous
of an enterprise, employing the time which would
ve been thus filled up by action in thinking over the
best means of reaping his own peculiar harvest from
~the seed sown by others. He now revolved every cir-
cumstance of his present situation, and scanned the
future—that dim arid uncertain prospect—with steady
eyes, determined to force his way onward through its
mists and obstacles, without fear and without remorse.
The predominant sensation in his bosom, however, was
gratification at the consummation of -his long-sought
revenge. The man whom he most hated on earth, who
had oggred him a personal indignity, and who -had re-
fused pardon to his son, he had sentto join the unhappy
magistrates who had condemned that base and flagitious
boy; and when he contemplated the difficulties he had
surmounted to bring about that act of vengeance,—the
schemes he had formed and perfected,—the events
which he had turned from their natural course, by his
sole art, to accomplish his purpose,—the men he had
used as instruments, and the passions he had bent to
his designs ;—when he contemplated, I say, the whole
course of his triumphant machinations, there rose upin
his bosom that triumph of successful villany which is
80 often the ultimate means of its own punishment by
the daring confidence which it inspires.

The maxim of Rochefoucault is applicable to men as
well as women. Where was there ever the man who
paused at one evil act? Ganay had previously deter-
mined to limit all his efforts to the death of the esche-
vins and of Imbercourt; but his very success in that
endéavour had entailed the necessity, and furnished the
encouragement, to new and, if possible, less justifiable
acts. Nevertheless, it must not be thought that there
was no such thing as a thrill of remorse ever entered
hisbosom. There probably never yet was a man, how-
ever he might brave it to tze world, who, with a bosom
loaded with crimes, did not feel remorse when"solitary
thought left him a prey to memory. Conscience is an
Anteus, that, though often cast to the earth by the
Herculean passions of man’s heart, rises ever again re-
invigorated by its fall; and he must be strong indeed
who can strangle it altogether. Remorse mingled its
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bitter drop even with Ganay’s triumph ; and while he
gazed uPon the crackling embers, the joy of his suc-
cesses faded away—a feeling of age, and solitude, and
crime crept over his heart ; and the memories of other
years, the hopes and dreams of boyhood and innocence
rose up, and painfully contrasted themselves with the
mighty disappointment of successful vice. Through
_life he had found many means of stifling such murmurs
of the heart, in the excitement of new schemes and the
intricacies of tortuous policy ; but now he had learned
. another way of lulling the mind together with the body,
and, rising with his usual calm and quiet pace, he ap-
proached a cupboard, poured a small silver cup half-full
of ardent spirits, and then swallowed in its contents a

certain portion of that narcotic which he had found so - -

soothing under the first anguish of his son’s death.
Then' carefullgereplacing the cup and the vial, he again
took his seat before the fire, and listened, as if waiting
for some visiter.

He was not kept long in expectation; for, in a very
few minutes after, the door was opened by the boy, and
Maillotin du Bac entered, without further announcement.
The cheek of the prévit was flushed with wine, and his
lip curled with triumph ; but he had, by this time, learned
the intluence of Ganay in the affairs of Ghent too-com-

' gletely to treat him with aught but the most profound
eference. After some formality, he took the seat that
Ganay offered; and hypocras and wine having been -
brought in, with spices and comfits, he helped himself
largely, and then,.at the request of the druggist, re-
capitulated the events connected with the execution of
the morning, which we need not repeat. .

“So now,” said the prévét, in conclusion, speaki

of the unhap&y Imbercourt, “ he is dead, and that score

. is cleared. aster Ganay, I give you joy, with all my
heart! Your son’sdeath is nobly avenged, and you can
sleep in peace. Now, give me joy in return.”

“J do! I do! sir prévdt,” replied Ganay, grasping
the hand the other held out to him in his thin fingers:

. “Ido! Ido, withall my heart!” . e

“But stay! stay!” cried Maillotin du Bac; * youdo
not yet know for what. Hark ye, Master Ganay, re-
venge is sweet to every honorable man. Did you ever
hear tell of the Vert Gallant of Hannut! Did you ever
hear how he overpowere% me by numbers, and dis-

]
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graced me as a man and 8 knight! He delivered yon

d Albert Maurice, too, when he was a less worm
m he is now. Well, he it was who, as] tell you, en-
countered the good Duke of Gueldres, and would have
slain him, had not his own foot slipped, or some one
dashed him down, and the duke was rescued.”

« Well, well, what of him " cried the druggist; “ what
has befallen him ?”

% Why, he is safe in the prison of the town-house,”
replied the prévét, “ and shall die after seven days’ tor-
ture, if I live to the end of them. His fellows, some-
how, cut their way through, and ﬁot out of the press,
every one of them ; but he himself was trodden down
a8 he lay by the people, and was taken up by the
burgher' guard half-dead, after the crowd dispersed.
‘We shall have to give him two orthree days to recover.
“There is no use of killing him like a rat caught ina
trap, you know, and just knocking his head against the
stones, without letting him know why or wherefore. No,
no, we must give him time to recover his strength and his
senses, or he will die upon the first wheel. But thereis
more, there is more to be told still,” cried the prévdt,
rather heated by the wine, and seeing that the other was
about to replé:' * Who, think you, this famous long-con-
cealed Vert Gallant proves to be at last? Who but the ne-
phew of that old sorcerer, the Lord of Hannut—and by
the holy cross, if ever I live to see quiet times again, that
vile, heathenish wizard shall roast in the market-place
of Brussels, if there be such a thing as law and religion
in the land. I knew it all the time! Bless you, Master
Ganay, I saw through it all, from the time I was at the
castle : I told the Lord of Imbercourt that his nephew
was the brigand leader,—you may ask him if 1 did not,
—though, by-the-way, he won’t answer, for he is dead
—but 1 told him, nevertheless, that 1 was sure it was
the old man’s nephew.—Master Ganay, here’s to you!”

Ganay had turned somewhat pale as the other spoke;
but he showed no further sign of discomposure: and
replied, immediately, “ His nephew! you must mis-
take. He has no nephew. He once gad a gon!” he
added, in a voice, the tremulous tone of which the pré-
vét, whose faculties had not been rendered more pelln-
cid by the wine he had drunk, attributed to the painful
remembrance of his own loss,—“he once had a son'
But the boy died in infancv.”
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% Nay,” replied Maillotin du Bac, “of that I know
nothing. All I know is that this youth is his nephew
—this Sir Hugh de Mortmar.” -

“But I tell thee, good friend, it cannot be,” rejoined
the druggist, somewhat sharply. “ No nephew has he.
Surely I should know.”

“Well, well, ’tis all the same,” cried the prévit.
“If not his nephew, he passes as such; and die he
shall, after the torture has racked his every limb. Ay,
Master Ganay, he shall die,” he added, clasping his
strong and sinewy hand tight, as if holding some sub-
stance which he was determined to let no power on
earth wring from his grasp; “he shall die, although
your precious president were to give his right hand to
save him ; and if, out of what he calls his fine feelings,
he attempt to repay the good turn the Vert Gallant did
him at Hannut, and free him from prison in return, he
may chance to stumble at that step himself, and die
along with him. I owe him something, too, which I
have not forgot. So let him look to it.”

Ganay mused for several minutes over the words of
his companion, who spoke-evidently under the excite-
ment both of passion and drink. The wine, however,
had not very deeply affected his discretion; and the
moment after, remembering the close connexion be-
tween the dmigist and Albert Maurice, the prévit
added, “ Not that 1 mean any harm to your friend,
Master Ganay, only let him not meddle with my pris-
oner, that is all. I am sure I have not sought any ven.
geance against him himself, simply because he is your -
friend ; and will not, if he keep his hands from inter~
fering with my affairs.” : e

r;tlﬁl Ganay was silent, and remained-.:}ming,.with
his eyes bent upon the fire, till he perceived tihet Mail-
lotin du Bac,—somewhat discomposed by his-edmpan-
ion’s taciturnity, and imagining that he had made a
blunder in regard to Albert Maurice—~was again about
to apply to the bowl of spiced wines, as the best means
of restoring his confidence and composure. At that
moment the dru%gist, stretching out his hand, caught
him gently by the arm, saying,  Stay, stay, master
prévét, we have both had enough of that for the aiw
ent; and as we may have many things to s of
which require cool heads, let us refrain till is set-

tled, and then drink our ﬁll.”u,
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“ Well, well, 'tis the -same to me,” rejoined the pré-
vét, reliu%xvishing the bowl, and taking his seat once
again. “ What would you say, Master Ganay? Com-
mand me ; for you know that we are linked together by
the -same interests, and therefore are not likely to
differ.” :

“ Well, then, listen for a moment, good Sir Maillotin,
while I just tell you a few things concerning this Lord
of Hannut, which, though they belong to the days past,
do not the less bear upon the days present.”

The druggist then paused, and again mused for a mo-
ment in deep thought, ere he proceeded ; and in his
countenance there was that air of deep calculati
thought which may often be seen in the face of a skilfi
chess-player, when pausing, with suspended finger, over
some critical move. At length he went on. “ We
must both serve each other, Sir Maillotin; and if you
will aid me in what I propose, I will help you to what
you wish, though you dare not even hope for it.”

“ Speak, speak! Master Ganay,” replied the prévdt;
“and fear not that I will refuse to serve you willingly
and well. We have drawn vastly well together yet;
and there is no danger of our not doing so to the end.”

Still, however, the druggist hesitated for some min-
utes ; for though he could assume a false frankness as
well as any one, he was not, by nature, at all commu-
nicative, and what he had resolved, upon long delibera-
tion, to propese to the prévdt, required a more full con-
fidence than he could place in any one without pain.
“I will tell you a story,” he said, at length,—* 1 will
tell you a story, good Maillotin du Bac. Listen then.
*Tis just two-and-thirty years ago since I first heard
much of this Lord of Hannut, who was then a bright,
brave young cavalier, whase life was not to be counted
on for two hours together, so much was his courage bet-
ter than his prudence. He had—as well you know he
still has—ample wealth and large possessions, while his
cousin, the present Duke of Gueldres, whose father was
then living, was so munificent a prince, as often to be
pinched for a hundred florins. Report said that the
.young duke, who was then heir to Hannut, piously
wished that his t cousin might find the road to hea-
ven speedily. But, as fate would have it, the Lord of
Hannut one day unexpectedly married, and within a
year his fair lady made him the father of a son, of which
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she was delivered at their pleasure-house of Lindenmar.
All this went mightily against the stomach of the good
oung Lord of Gueldres, whose fathey, then living, kept

im on scanty means; when, by another strange turn
of fate,.the pleasure-house of Lindenmar was burnt to
the ground, and the infant son of the young Lord of Han-
nut perished in the flames. As fortune would have it,
a detachment of Duke Philip’s army was marching over
the hill, within sight, at the time, and with it was m
good Lord of Gueldres, together with Thibalt of Neuf-
chatel, and a number of other knights and nobles. As
soon as the fire was discovered, they all galloped down
to put out the flames; and my Lord of. Gueldres might
have passed for as zealous a friend as the rest, had he
not been fool enongh to cry out, as if in jest, to let the
whole place burn, 8o that he had the lands of Hannut.”

“ He had better have kept that to himself,” interrupted
the prévét, shaking his head sagaciously. “No man
has a worse enemy than his own tongue. The good
duke should have learned better than to let people know
his wishes, for they are never long in discovering one’s
designs afterward.”

“ He has marred all his good fortune through life,”
replied Ganay, “by those rough sayings of his. For
though he says no more than other men think, yet he
makes all men that hear him his enemies, by exposing
their feelings while eonfessing his own.

““ However,” continued the druggist, after this sage
and liberal observation, “down he came with. the rest,
of‘course, to make them think what he had said was a
mere joke, and plunged into the flames with the fore-
most. All was confusion, and no one knew what the
other was doing. The Lord of Hannut himself was
stunned by the fall of a beam upon his head, and was
with difficulty dragged out by his servants. Thibalt of
Neufchatel, his great friend and brother-in-arms, carried
out'the lady unhurt, through the midst of the flames;
but the heir of Hannut perished; and for some hours
no one could tell what had become of Adolphus of
Gueldres.” : .

*“ Why, you describe it all as well as if you had been
there yourself,” said Maillotin du Bac. . ’
“I was there,” replied the druggist dryly; “but you
shall hear. What put itinto Thibalt of Neufchatel’s head,
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1 know not: but after saving the lady, he rushed back
again into the house ; and finding me in the farther wing,
he dragged me owt by the hair of the head, vowin% that
I had kindled the fire. Now you must know that I was
then an humble friend and domestic surgeon to the young
Duke of Gueldres ; and when they searched my person,
they found a number of letters which they thought of
very doubtful meaning, and a few drugs, the use of
which their ignorance could not comprehend, and which
they wanted much to prove were materials for secretly
lighting a flame. The good duke, too, was not present;
and under all these circumstances, they had nearly killed
me on the spot. I took it all silently, for a man can
but die once in thi8 world, and very little does it matter
when that once may fall. All 1 said was, to call my
lord, for that he would clear me; and they agreed, at
length, to spare me till the duke, that is at present, could
be found. He was not heard of, however, till the next
day, when it was discovered that he had retired to a
neighbouring village much scorched by the flames. He
instantly despatched a letter to the Lord of Neufchatel,
informing him that he himself had sent me to inquire
after the health of his fair cousins, the Lord and g.ady
of Hannut, which was the cause that I had not been
seen accompanying him with the rest of the army.
The servants of the household of Lindenmar vouched
for my coming the evening before on that errand, and
ve a good report of my proceedings. The Lord of
annut himself joined to exculpate me; and I easi
found means to convince Thibalt of Neufchatel that he
had grossly ill-treated me, and foully aspersed my char-
acter. Had he continued to treat me-ill, I might have
devised a way to satisfy myself; but, on the contrary,
as soon as he was convinced of my innocence, nothing
would serve him to testify his sorrow for what had oc-
curred, and to compensate the injury he had inflicted.
He kept his eye upon me through life, and, I may well
say, has been the origin of all my fortunes. The proofs
he gathered together of the charge against me, and of
my innocence, he has always kept in his own posses-
sion ; and I have not chosen to press for their bei
given up to me, lest it should seem that I was afrai
of !a’n’ly thing therein contained. Do yeu understand
me : .
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% Quite well,” replied Maillotin du Bac, drawing his
clear hawk’s efyes together, with a shrewd glance upon
the druggist’s face ; ‘“quite well. What more ?”

“ Why, this,” answered the dmlgfiat :—*“] love not to
be in the power of any man. While Adolphus of Guel-
dres was in prison, and likely to remain there,—while
Thibalt of Neufchatel was living, and likely to live,—the
matter did not much sign"ll'y; but now that Adolphus of
Gueldres is free, and that Thibalt of Neufchatel is dyi
of the wounds he received at Nancy, it might be as we|
that those papers were in my own possession. Thus,
then, it must be managed, sir prévét; you must find
some excuse to take possession of his house with your
men-at-arms the moment the breath is out of his body ;
and while you are sealing up the effects, I may be looL
ing g)r thi papers.” Ik

““But what, suppose eep them in my possession
for you?” demm:fepg Maillotin du Bac, with one of his
Wiy, then,” repliod th druggist calmly, <1

“ , then,” replie e gist ¢ , “1 cannot
aid you¥n overthrowing Albert Maurice, amf in obtaining

ssession of his person and his wealth.”

] understand,” said the prévdt; “ we are agreed.
But what surety have I that you will do so when you
have the papers m _

“ This,” answered Ganay, without any expression of
indignation at a doubt of his honesty, which he felt to
be perfectly natural, but, at the same time, approaching
closer to the prévét, and speaking in a low, but clear
and emphatic tone,~*“this, that Albert Maurice—by
what means I know not—has discovered my secret, and
must die.” ’

“ Gaod! 1" replied the prévét; “’tis better than
abond! e are agreed, we are agreed, mine excellent
good friend. But, hark ye, Ganay, there is one bad
stone in the arch. This Thibalt of Neufchatel—this
good Count Thibalt—is marvellously better to-day. It
would seem that the death of Imbercourt and Hugonet
had done him gaod ; for ahout the time of the axe falling
he began to mend.”

Ganay, as was his habit when he heard any unpalata.
ble tidings, replied naught, but fixed his eyes upon the
fire and n;usej. _ “He is an ald man,” said the i
at length, sp in a low and quiet voice,~* he 18.an
old man, this Countl;l‘gihalt.“
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“ Ay, doubtless is he,” replied Maillotin du Bac, who
was one of those people who take a keen delight in dis-
covering difficulties and objections solely for the sake
of giving pain and disappointment; “but he is a hale
old man, and may live these twenty years, if he get
over thjs bout.” .

¢ He must have had enough of life,” continued Ganay,
in the same meditative tone. It is time he were asleep.
Adolphus of Gueldres has visited his sick couch more
than once: it is time he were asleep.”

The prévét was silent ; and Ganay, after considering
his hawk-like features for a moment or two with an in-
quiring glance, added quietly, *“ Well, well, Sir Maillotin,
we will see. These sudden gleams of convalescence
often precede death in the badly wounded. I know
these matters better than tfou do, my good friend ; and
I have no faith in this sudden and strange amendment.
Let us keep ourselves in readiness, and wait the result.
You will be prepared at a moment’s notice,” he added,
in a more sharp and decided tone, throwing off at once
the quiet conversational manner of his former speech:
“perchance he may die to-morrow-—~perchance the next
day; but be you on the watch, and ever ready to secure
the house.”

“Iwill! 1will !:; answefed Maillotin du Bach; and tl;::s\

aking to the ist’s purpose more than to hi
?:rdsl,nge added, “liugglll be ready to secure the house
and all that, Master Ganay; but I can do no more in
this business. To take men off except by the cord or
the steel, when they have merited their fate, is out of my
line of operations.”

“Who required you to do so?” demanded the drug-

‘gist, gravely. “No, no, sir prévét, men may die with-

out your help or mine either. So, now to the bowl!
‘We understand each other, and that is egough. Be you
ready when I send to warn you that the good count is
dead. 1If he live, you know—which is likely—vastly
likely ; if he live—why all the rest is in the moon. Sir
prévot, I carouse to your good rest this night. Do me
justice—do me justice in the bowl'”

Thus ended their more important conversation; and
all that passed further referred to the mysteries of the

" tankard, and need not be here inflicted on the reader.

It may be necessary to observe, however, that the 3
gist, did not suffer the prévGt marechal to leave his
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house till he had imbibed a sufficient quantity of various
kinds of intoxicating liq.l:ors to require the aid of two
stout men to bear him home; and that Ganay himself
was, at the same time, incapable of quitting the chair in
which he sat. It may be asked, was a man of such
subtle schemes an habitual drunkard, then? Far from
it, though he could drink as deep as any one when some *
object might be gained by so doing: but he was one of
those men whose limbs only become inebriated, if we
may use such an expression, while their brain remains
unclouded ; and the débauch in which he indulged was
one of calculation, not pleasure. He had soon seen
that, in the case of the prévét, the prudent guard which
was usually placed upon his lips was half-asleep at his
post long before their conversation was over; and
though he believed that he could trust to old habits of
caution to keep his compapion from any indiscreet bab-
bling, either drunk or sober, yet he determined not to
let him leave his dwelling till utterance itself was
drowned in wine. Of himself he had no fear; and, lean.
ing on his boy, he tottered to his bed in silence, .

Sep———

CHAPTER XI.

On, the dull silent hours of the night, when not a
sound stirs upon the heavy air to steal one thought from
man’s communion with his own dark heart '—when the
stern silence renders the sleep that covers all the world
more like one universal death, and every thing around

- us bids our conséience scan the brief records of our
ast existence, and prejudge us for the long eternity!
e days ‘had been, when, on a clear spring-tide night,
like that,—while all the countless stars seemed living
diamonds in the heaven,—Albert Maurice, full of fine
soul and noble aspirations, would have gazed forth en-
chanted; and without one heavy tie between his heart
and the low earth, would have bade his spirit soar @p in
grand calm dreams to heaven—when, between him and
the multitude of bright orbs that sparkled before his
eyes, there would have been felt a communion and a
sympathy; and when the knowledge that each won-
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drous frame was the creation of the same Almighty
hand, would have awakened in his bosom a feeling of
kindred with the living lights of the sky. But now, how
heavy was the night! how dark! how hopeless! how
reproachful! There was a voice-even in the solemn

.stillness ; and the blood which yet reeked upon the
scaffold beneath the very windows of the apartment
where he sat seemed crying up, through the silence of
the universe, to the Judge enthroned above these eter-
nal stars.

He was left, too, entirely alone, and had been so dur-
ing the greater part of the day; for such was the awful
sensation produced in Ghent by the events of the morn-
ing, that all the shops were shut, and every kind of busi-
ness was very generally suspended. Even the affairs
of the citx seemed to be neglected by general consent.
Neither the council of the town, nor the deputies of
the states, returned to consult over-the future ; nor was
it the higher functionaries alone that seemed to feel this
sort of bewildered apathy. The clerks and secretaries
were absent; not above one or two of the m
couriers usually in attendance were now found in read:-
ness ; and Albert Maurice, after having endeavoured, in
vain, to occupy his mind with business during the day,
found himself at night left in utter solitude, to revolve
the tragedy of the morning, without any other thing to
distract his thoughts, or any voice to plead his cause
against the accusation of his own conscience.

He strove, however, to convince himself that he had
acted justly. He read over the evidence inst the
dead. He read over.the sentence of the j . He
thought over all the many specious reasons that had
before seemed to afford a thousand clear and patriotic
excuses for sweeping away those whose views were
likely to thwart his own ; but the reasans had lost their
force ; the sentence was manifestly unjust ; the evidence
was broken and inconclusive. At all events, he thought
the act was not his; the award had been pronounced by
the lawful magistrates of the land ; and he had taken no
part either in the judgment or its execution. But that
pretext would not avail a moment before the stern in-
quisitor within; and he felt that he, in whom the real
power lay, if he did not interpose to shiyld the inno-
cent, made himself responsible for their blood.

The heart of man cannat long endure such racking self-
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examination ; and the most dangerous resource, but the
only refuge from present pain, is flight from thought. As
sad an hour’s commune with himself as ever sinful human
being passed, ended in a resolution to think no more of
the unchangeable hours of the past, and to fix his mind
upon the present. After pausing for a moment, durin,

which his ideas wandered confusedly over a number og
objects, without finding any subject of contemplation of
sufficient importance to hold his thouﬂns, for an instant,
from the engrossing theme that ever called them back with
painful importunity, some sudden memory seemed to
come across him; and taking up one of the lamps, he pro-
ceeded into the antechamber, in which waited several of
his attendants. Giving the light to a page, with orders
to go on before, the young citizen paced slowly through
several of the halls and corridors of the town-house, his
footfall, ever firm and proud, taking now a more heavy and
determined step, from the feeling of the dark, stern deeds
which he had done. Descending one of the staircases, .
he came to that portion of the building which was set
apart as the municipal prison; and proceeding to a
small chamber or lodge, he demanded the keys of the

jailer, who was dozing by the fire. .

The man immediately delivered them ; and, passing
onward, the president of the states entered the gloomy
dwelling, descended the staircase which led to the
lowest chambers of the prison. He was aursx:sed, -
however, to perceive a light ; and in 8 moment after, in
the low passage which ran between six or seven small -
heavy archways leading to the cells, his eye fell upon a
trooper of the prévdt’s guard, seated upon a stone-bench
at the end, employed in furbishing the steel of his par-
tisan by the &t of a lamp above his head.

Tbmta{gly startedhq; hai: feet e,d all:g’ challen-

ing<HeF that approached, advanc is weapon,
gllit nearly touched the boezm bgf the ptailge. lkBut :1-
be aurice, stepping past the boy, put the pike aside,
ang.M anded sternly what the sold})er did tKere in the
munieipal prison. : -

He was there, the man replied, by order of his cap-
tain, and was commanded to give admission to none,
the jailer with food for the prisoner.

“ Your officer is somewhat too bold !” replied the
young burgher, ¢ and must answer for having dared to
place a sentry where he hilln;elf has no autharity. Get

<
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thee gone, good fellow—you know me—get thee gone,
and let me not see your face within these walls again.”

The man'at first hesitated; and at length refusedto
obey, alleging, civilly, the commands of his own cap
tain, which he was bound to follow. Well knowing the
station and power of the person whom he addressed, he
spoke with courtesy and respect; but Albert Maurice
was in that state bf dissatisfied irritation, which the first
reproaches of conscience leave upon a fine and ener-

etic mind ; and, returning to the upper chambers, ke
instantly summoned a guard, caused the soldier to be
disarmed, and confined him in one of the very dungeons
he had been placed to watch.

There was a stern fierceness in the whole proceeding,
unlike hie usual decisive but mild demeanour ; and those
who watched him well remarked, that upon his mind
and character, through the whole course of his life, that
day had left a trace which no after-events could obliter-
ate. When he had seen his orders obeyed, he dismissed
the guard, and bidding the page wait him on the stairs,
he advanced alone to one of ‘the cells and applied the
various keys he carried to the lock. It was some time
before he found the right one ; and he thought he heard
more than one low groan, while employed in opening
the door. At length, however, he succeeded, and en-

.tered the dungeon, which was dark and dismal enough.

Stripped of arms, both offensive and defensive, and
stretched upon a pile of straw, lay the gallant and enter-

rising Hugh de Mortmar, as we have generally cailed

im, with every limb powerless and rigid, in conse-
quence of the trampling and blows he had received
while trodden under foot in the market-place. His fine
head leaned languidly upon his arm, while with a motion
which, however slight, seemed full of anguish, he turned
a little as he lay, to see who it was that visited his
prison. The light, for a moment, dazzled his eyes ; but
when he perceived the face of Albert Maurice, a slight
smile of pleasure played on his lip. It was a face he
knew—it was a being on whom he had some claim thst
came to visit him; and it is only necessary to think
over his situation—friendless, a prisoner, and alone.
with évery mental power opgerﬁssed, and every co
real faculty rigid and benumbed—to comprehend what

. liIO{dsuch a sight would give, however criminal he might
old same of his visiter’s deeds ta be.
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The young citizen set down the lamp, and seated
himself on a rude wooden settle, which was the only
article of furniture that the place contained. Bendi
down his head over the prisoner, he said, in a kind
gentle tone, * Do you remember me ?” :

¢ Well, very well,” replied the young cavalier, faintly;
¢ we have changed stations since we met.” .

“ You shall find me ready,” replied Albert Maurice,
¢ to follow the good example you then set me, and to

" give you back freedom, for the freedom you then gave

me.”
Hugh de Mortmar shook his head mournfully, and

i cast his eyes upon his stiff and rigid limbs, as if to

express the impossibility of his accepting the proffered

* liberation.

“ Fear not, fear not!” said Albert Maurice, in reply
to this mute language. ¢ Fear not; in two or three
days you will be able to use your limbs as freely as
ever, and I will find meang to remove from them alt
other thraldom.” : *

“ But my father,” said Hugh de Mortmar. “Tell me,
1 beseech you, tell me !—Is he safe? Is he unhurt”

“Your father!” repeated Albert Maurice, in some

surprise,—* your father!”

“Yes, yes,” cried the prisoner, raising himself as well
as he could upon his arm,—*my father—the Duke of
Gueldres!—1s he safe? Is he unhurt? I struck him
down before 1 knew him; but I do not think he was
injured.” . i

“ No, no,” replied the young citizen, *“the duke is safe
and well. But this, indeed, is a strange tale. I do not
comprehend you well, I fear,” he added, inclined to
believe that the injuries the prisoner had received had
rendered him delirious. ¢ Can the Duke of Gueldres be
your father? I never heard that he had more than one
child, who was slain, they say, by one of the cruel sol-
diers of the late Duke of Burgundy’s father, when Adol-
phus of Gueldres himself was taken near Namur. - I
remember all the circumstances; for there was many
an event occurred about that time which impressed the
whole story more deeply on my memory than other
things that have happened since. I was then a boy,
travelling with my uncle through the forest of Hannut,
and we had been at Namur not threeedays before.” .

“Ha! and were you that boy ¥’ demanded the young
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cavalier. “1 remember you well. You fell into th
hands of the free companions with whom I then was
and were sent on safely by them, and by my father:
noble cousin, the Lord of Hannut. Mind you the bo
who joined you, with good Matthew Gournay, whet
ou were sitting round the freebooters’ fire in the
orest 17

“Well, well,” replied Albert Maurice.

o Then,mecdways the sonElﬁ%olpl:;s (;:' Gueldres”
replied the prisoner, “esca m the hands of the
sworders of the Duke of Burgundy, and flying to seek
and find protection and concealment with his father’s
cousin, the Lord of Hannut. Such was the boy, and ]

”

am he.
“ Such things are verystmng:‘,;’ said Albert Maurice:
“and if you w all that I w, you would say so.
Most strange, indeed !” he muttered to himself, * tha
the bereaved father should become a second parent &
the son of him who made him childless. But let yow
heart rest satisfied!” he added aloud; ‘ your fatheris
well and safe ; and you have not even an unconscios
crime to reproach yourself with.”

He spoke mournfully, and then fell into a deep, long
fit of thought, from which he was only roused by the
{mng cavalier demanding. whether the noble Lord of

mbercourt had been saved, after all? What were the
thoughts at that moment in the bosom of Albert Maurice
~—whether his mind rested painfully on the consciousnes
that he could no longer boast of a guiltless heart, ad
pondered, with all the bitter, wringing agony of crime,
upon the blessed sweetness of innocence—~can only be
guessed ; but an involuntary groan burst from the lip
of the young citizen at the question of the prisoner, ani
he clasped his hand upon his eyes. Removing them a
instant after, he replied, gazing somewhat sternly upo
his companion,—* He died as he deserved.”

Hugh of Gueldres replied not ; but, feeble as he was,
retituurned the stern glance of hfAll)eul rthiaunee' with on
still more severe reproachful. e yo! citizea
recovered himself, however, at once, lmnis{em«z frown |
from his brow, and for the moment even stifled the'
regret within his bosom. “ Let us not speak, my lord”
he said, “on matters of Ka.mful discussion. % ma
you asked for was Wied and condemned by lawful judges, |
upon what they considered sufficient evidence. He |
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suffered this morning according to his sentence. . Suf-
- fice it, that I had no personal hand either in his doom
; or execution.” -
“ Thank God for that!” said Hugh de Mortmar ;  for
I do believe that I should look upon even .liberty as
stained, if received from the hands of one wheo, for envy
or ambition, could do two such noble men to death as
died this day in Ghent.”
The blood rushed violently up to the face and temples
. of Albert Maurice; and, for a moment, he felt so giddy,
" that he started up and leaned against the wall for sup-
. port. - What he had said was true, indeed, to the letter;
' Est conscience told him, that he was not alone an acces-
sary, but a principal in the death of Imbercourt; and,
. though he had spoken truth, he nevertheless felt that he
. had deceived. There was again a bitter struggle in his
bosom; but it was soon over, for the presence of another
rson shamed him into conquering the upbraidings of
is own heart.
¢Let us say no more on that subject, my lord,” he
| rejoined, as soon as he had somewhat recovered his
calmness. “It is a matter on which you and I cannet,
1 fear, agree. I am bound, in justice to the states of
' Flanders and the magistrates of Ghent, to say boldly
that I think they have done nobly, firmly, and well ; and
though I took no ‘part in the act itself,. yet the opinion
of no man on earth will make me shrink from avowing
that I would have done the same. But all this has
nothing to do with the feelings between you and me.
Suffice it, that I owe you a deep debt of gratitude, which
"1 am read{ and willing to pay. You shell be instantly
removed from this dungeon to a more convenient cham-
" ber, where you shall tended with all care, till such
* time as you have recovered streyh. If you will, your
' existence and your situation shall be immediately com-
municated to the Duke of Gueldres. But still, I think—
“ No, no,” answered the prisoner, quickly; “no, no;
if there be any other means whatever of obtaining my
freedom, without revealing who I am, let me still remain
concealed for a certain space. I know not well whether
the news of my existence might, or might not, be well
received. There are new plans and views abroad, I
with which my appearance might interfere. My father,
l.l hear, aims at the hand of the heiress of Burgundy.”
. 12. :
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A scornful smile curled the lip of Albert Maurice,
while the other proceeded :—* And I know not how he
might love to hear, that a'son he has believed to be deal
for twenty years had now arisen to cumber his inherit-
ance. * Let us pause for a time and see. Nor, indeed,
would I willingly be found a prisoner.”

“I think you judge rightly, my lord,” replied the

_young citizen ; ‘ though the Duke of Gueldres will never
marry Mary of Burgundy. But, as to your freedom,
he added, cutting short something that the prisoner was
about to reply, “for that I will pledge my life; anl
when once more beyond the walls of Ghent, you ca
act as you will in regard to discovering yourself.”

The motives of Hugh of Gueldres for wishing to cor-
céal his existence from his father for some time longer
were certainly those which he had stated ; but perhap
he might also be influenced by another feeling. It
mingling with men who knew him not for what he was
the name of his father had never reached his ears, t:
coupled with some opprobrious epithet, or in conjunc-
tion with some evil deed ; and perhaps a lingering dis
inclination to claim kindred with such a man migh
make him still glad to leave his station unacknowledge
to the world.

.Some further conversation then ensued between the
President of Ghent and the son of the Duke of Gueldres:
and though Albert Maurice became often thoughtful and
abstracted—though there was & varying and uncertair
tone in every thing he said, unlike his usuval calm ant
dignified manner; yet, from the nature of the subjects
to which they now both restricted themselves, there
was something sweet and pleasing in the commune
which they indu}iged. They spoke of the early days in
which they had first met—of the times, and the scenes.
and the pleasures, and the hopes of other years ; and:
kindly sympathy, breathing from the past,made for them,
even in the prison, and separate as they were by state,
by station, by edutation, and by prejudices,.a peculiar
atmosphere In which they seemed to live alone. Hugh
de Mortmar felt it strongly, and seemed to revive under
its influence. His voice became firmer, and his eye
regained its liqht.

“ And what,” said Albert Maurice, after they had con-
versed some time on the scenes in the forest of #lannut,
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—¢“and what has become of that good stout soldier,
Matthew Gournay, who was, in some sott, a friend of
my worthy uncle Martin Fruse ?”

‘“ He was with me this day, in Ghent,” replied the
prisoner; “and I trust in God has escaped beyond the
gates. Many a time also has he been the means by
which I have communicated to you, through your uncle,
those proceedings which I thought it necessary that you
should know. Once, not a month since, he was within
the walls of Ghent; but could not obtain a private inter-
view with you. Thus it was that you received tidings
of the march of the base King of France. Thus, of the
coming of his barber ambassador. Thus, too,did I send
you a copy of that deFraded slave’s instructions.”

“ Then I owe you far more than I ever dreamed of,” ,
replied the young citizen, “ and I will peril my life but I
will repay it. Nevertheless,” he added, after a moment’s
thought, in which suspicions, vague indeed, but strong,
of the motives and designs of the dmgafist Gana!, rose
up before his mind; “nevertheless, although for the
time I am powerful in the city, yet several days must
elapse ere you can mount a horse. I have many
enemies; tao, many false friends, many dangerous rivals;
and I would fain place your security beyond the chancé
of :gg thing that may happen to myself. Think you,”
he added, musing, “that Matthew Gournay, with twenty
of his picked companions, would venture once more
within the gates of Ghent, and, habited like followers of
my own, be ready to aid in your deliverance, whether I
be alive or dead ¥

«If he have escaped,” replied the prisoner, *“ he would
come at my bidding, were it into the jaws of hell. But

u.must make me certain of his safety, sir citizen.”

“That he has escaped, rest assured,” replied Albert
Maurice; “for no one but yourself was taken: and as
for his future secuﬁg,” he added, with a smile, ¢ what
objectt”think you I could have in shortening an old man’s

A bitter reply rose in the heart of the young cavalier,
as he thought of the unhappy Lord of Imbercourt; but
he felt it would be ungenerous to give it utterance, and
he retramed.

¢ 1 trust you, sir!” he replied; “1I saved you at a
momeng when you were an oppressed and injured man;

and to doubt you now in such a case would be a kind
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of blasphemy against the God who made the huma
heart. Take this ring, and send it by some sure mes
senger—a young boy, perchance, were best, though!
do not think they would maltreat any one but an ope
enemy—but send it by some page in a small skiff dowm
the Scheldt at two hours after dusk. The boat wil
undoubtedly be stopped—and let the page give the ring
to Matthew Gournay—whom he will find in the woods
between this and Heusden, if he escaped unhurt fron
Ghent. Let the boy add a message, bidding him, in my
name, render himself, with twenty of his comrades,
the house of good Martin Fruse, at any hour that yo
may appoint. Fear not that he will meet you, and thes
take counsel with him as you may think fit.”

Some more explanations ensued ; but as Albert Mas-
rice perceived that the prisoner was exhausted withx
long a conversation, he soon after bade him farewel

. and left him. “For two days,” he said, as he turned%
depart, “in all probability, I shall not visit you; fori
may be well not to excite any suspicion of my desip
But you shall be watched carefully night and day, tha
no foul Eractice be employed against you; and at the
end of the third day I trust to find you well enought
bear at least a short walk to the river-side. In the mean
time, as they have deprived you of your arms, for greater
security take this.” And he placed in his hands a broal
double-edged Venetian poniard, adding,—‘ Fear not
use it, should any one attempt to injure you ; for if they
do, the means they employ must be of that kind whic
doelf got court examination; and now, once more, fare
well ! . :

The young citizen then retired ; and though the mor
kjndly and noble feelings which his conversation witt
Hugh of Gueldres had awakened—feelings untainted by
the world’s ambition or its policy—could not, it is troe.
stifle entirely the cry of remorse ; yet there had been:
balm in it all, that sent him forth soothed and softened
He retired not to his chamber till he had given orden
that care and attendance should be shown fo the prisone:.
and that he should be removed to abetter chamber ; bc
when, at length, he cast himself upon his bed, fatigoe
and the feeling that his heart was not all bitternest
brought sleep, though it was disturbed; and he awoke
nm the dawn looked in, and roused hign fros
) T
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. )

Already, when he arose, the first polina.n' cy of regret
was gone; and the wound in his heart had grown stiff
and numb. The voice of self-love was more ready to
plead extenuation; and hope, always far more potent
than memory, told him that mighty things might yet be
derived for love and for his country, from the very deeds
he so deeply regretted. At all events, policy whispered
that he must not let the moments slip; and, though the
immortal worm, remorse, was yet slowly preying on
his heart, he rose prepared to forget the pang, in all the
active energy of watchful policy and great ambition.

Even while he was dressing, messenger after mes-
senger, from different parts of the country; beari
news, not alope of the movements of friends
enemies, but also of the preparations which he himself
had been labouring to complete, was admitted to his

resence. After collecting the tidings that each one
gore him, with a minute memory that never failed, and
arranging every particular in his own mind with that
methodical accuracy which rendered the whole available
at a moment’s notice, he descended early to the hall—
where he expected soon to meet many envious and
suspicious visiters—feeling that he possessed a store of
ready information on every subject, which he knew
must confound and overbear them all. Strange to say
—or, perhaps, not strange at all—the state of painful
irritation which he now suffered appeared to render all
the faculties of his mind more acute and powerful.
Naturally energetic, he had acquired a new degree of
energy, from the necessity of withdrawing all his
thoughts from the past, and fixing them on the present
or the future; and his comprehension of the most con-
fused narrative seemed more clear, his orders to the
most stupid messenger more precise, than ever they
had appeared in the whele course of his public career.

An assembly of all the deputies from Flanders and
Brabant had been appointed for that day ; but during the
morning a number of persons crowded thiﬁreat hallina
desultory manner, long before any general meeting of
the states took place ; and among the first that appeared
Maillotin du Bac, with an air which expressed both a

. knowledge that he had overstepped his authority, and a

" determination to resist every effort to curb his nearly

tified revenge. -
At another moment, Albert Maurice might have aloae
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despised him, and crushed him beneath his feet as:

“mere worm ; but he well knew that great power ofte
trips at a small obstacle. He felt, too, that the heigt
he had reached was a giddy one; and that it might re
quire to stand some time on the dizzy pinnacle of powe:
in order to acquire that firmness of footing which alon
could justify him in despising inferior enemies. H
very elevation offended many ; and, seeing that the cor
tention must soon commence between himself and th:
Duke of Gueldres on the one hand, and the Duke o
Cleves on the other, he determined to leave the war
unencumbered by any minor difficulties. Not that he
proposed for a moment to abandon his purpose towari
the prisoner he had left the night before; but he resolvet
to free him by quiet policy, more than by bold a
sweeping power.

“ Sir prévét,” he said, as soon as their first salutatin
had passed, “you did wrong, last night, in placing i
sentry within the walls of the municipal prison; ax
also somewhat harshly, in confining an untried prisone
in one of the lower dungeons. Hear me, sir, to an end,
he added, seeing the other about to make some dogged

reply: “I have no intention of bringing the matter of
* your boldness before the council, as I might have dope.

t the thing must not be.repeated. Should any like
event arise again, I will take care the magistracy o
Ghent shall examine strictly what punishment is to b
inflicted on those who have frequently dared to infringt
their privileges! Mark me, and remember! for I wt
not pass it over a second time. Now, then, before th
states assemble, take one of my officers and visit the
prisoner. See whether he is able to undergo examini
tion to-day ; and make me your report.”

The prévdt was very glad to avoid any collision wit
the eschevins of Ghent, and at the same time to see:
fair prospect of his revenge being accomplished ; bat»
it was far from the wish of Maillotin du Bac that hb

risoner should be examined before the states at a!
e instantly determined to repert him as much too ill v
meet the proposed investigation.

At the same time, there was something in the demea::
our of the young citizen that surprised him. As me
of shrewd but mean minds sometimes are, in ther
estimation of nobler characters, he was - right in hi
general appreciation of Albert Maurice, and usually per-
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ceived the great object that the president was likely to
seek in any icular contingency, without, however,
at all comprehending the infertor means he would em-
ploy to accomplish his purpose. So much the contrary,
indeed, that after having judged rightly of the ultimate
design, he would often become puzzled and doubtful in
regard to ‘the accuracy of his judgment even on that
point, because the course pursued by the young citizen
was almost always totally different from the method
which he himself would have followed in order to arrive
at the same object, and totally opposed to all the axioms
of his own meaner policy.

Thus, in the present instance, he had sought the town-
hall so early, under the perfect conviction that the
President of Ghent would attempt to liberate the man
who had before given him his freedom; believing, at
the same time, that the consciousness of such a purpose
would cause thé aspiring eitizen to avoid the subject, or
to speak darkly upon his own views. But the bold and
proud manner in which Albert Maurice rebuked his
assumption of power in the town prison, and spoke of
the immediate examination of the prisoner, shook his
conviction, and almost made him believe that the same
stern and uncompromising policy, which had been pur-

sued .towards Hugonet Imbercourt, would be fol- _

lowed throughout, without regard to any other feeling
than selfish ambition.

The scenes which he soon witnessed tended to con- -

firm this opinion; and led him, however falsely, to be-
lieve that Albert Maurice forgot every gentler and nobler
feeling, every generous tie and private affection, in the
overpowering impulse of an aspiring heart. Scarcely

nad the order proceeded from the lips of the young citi-

zen to inspect the condition of the prisoner, ere two or
three members of the states entered the hall. Several
others followed within a very short interval; and as
soon as Albert Maurice perceived that a sufficient num-
ber were assembled to justify thg discussion of important
matters, he declared the appointed hour fully arrived,
called them to consultation, and at once boldly proposed
that a decree of banishment,—drawn up in the name of
' the states general of Flanders, though not ten members
of that body were present, and those wholly devoted to
his own views—should be issued against the Lord of
' Ravestein and the Dowager-duchess of Burgundy, as
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parties to the plot for subjecting the country to th

sway of France. )
So bold a measure was not, of course, without a
ubject of deep moment to him who pro| it; ba

when it is remembered, that Ravestein and Margaret o
York were the only influential persons who now r
mained with the princess, of what was called in Ghex!
the French party,—the only party that Albert Maurict
feared,—his motives will be clear enough. The Duke
- of Gueldres, though d rous from the popularity b
had suddenly acquired, the young citizen thought him
self strong enough to overthrow when he. liked, sup
ported by the -Duke of Cleves, and by the manifest
abhorrence which the princess displayed towards ths

ince ; and the Duke of Cleves himself, the presidet
gllt sure, was 100 weak to succeed without his aid
Thus the French alliance was the only proposal that k¢
really dreaded ; but still, the measure he counselled wa
too bold to pass without some debate.

It was carried, however, at length, before any om
arrived who had sufficient influence to oppose it wit
vigour; and the order for the instant removal of t
dowager-duchess and the Lord of Ravestein was sen
at once to the palace, enforced by a large body of ti
burgher guard.

Gradually the assembly increased, till about forty
persons were gathered round the council-table, while:
number of others, unentitled to a seat among the deli>
erative body, filled the vacant places of the hall, by ti
favour of the president’s adherents. He himself was
perhaps, not unaware that a multitude of voiees, ready
to applaud his views, were collected around him; fo
the noblest,—ay, and the proudest heart will bend ser-
vilely to the senseless shout it despises, when once #
has bound itself as a serf in the golden collar of ami
tion. Albert Maurice at length, after casti his ey
around to see who were the members ofmgxe state
assembled, rose to speak; but at the moment that b
did so, the trampling of herse coming at a rapid ra
and loud shouts of “ Long live the Duke of Gueldres
Health to the noble duke and the fair princess! Loa
life to g:o:t.;end the D::]e of Ga:?lmmﬂn ” were heat
rising square below ; y citise
g;il!;;at down, with a contracted bmwomqnin
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; . Inafew moments the Duke of Gueldres entered the
hall, and took his seat on the right of the president, who-
, knew the informal constitution of their whole assembly
j too well to object to that noble’s intrusion on their
| councils. Albert Maurice rose again immediately him-
self, however, and at once addressed the states, as they
termed themselves, in a speech full of fire and energy,
. He pointed out that the time was now come when
"active and combined exertion throughout the whole
land was necessary to save it from the usurpation of
' France—when not only the safety, but the very exist-
' ence, of the country required the energy of every indi-
vidual to be employed, without a moment’s delay, for
the benefit of the whole; and he touched eloquently
upon the necessity of laying aside all private jealousies,
disputes, and feuds, in order to concentrate all efforts
to check the rapid progress of the French monarch.
¢ Of many d rs,” he said, *“ it was of course neces-
sary to meet that which was most imminent, and no
one would doubt for a moment, that the usurping and
successful arms of France presented the peril they had
most to dread. Severe measures had been pursued,”
he said, “to show the timid and the traitor that they
could not betray their country with impunity; and 1t
became the states of Flanders and Brabant, even as
a consequence of many of their late’ acts, to prove to-
their countrymen that they could and would protect the
honest and the patriotic, as well as punish the guilty
and the disloyal. .It was time,” he added, * to lay aside
all differences of opinion, to forget individual interests
and passions, to cast away every thought but patriotism,
and calling forth the whole intelligence and the whole
strength of the state, to join heart and hand, and mind
and energy in defence of their violated rights and their
insulted country.” .

He spoke with the most powerful oratory, and he
spoke true; but he did not remember that the oil of
smooth words will never allay the taginﬁ waves of fac-
tion, even though the storm of anarchy threaten to
wreck the state itself. Had he looked into his own
heart, indeed, and seen that, though he was now anxious
to repel the common enemy, yet it was but in order to
.seize one quiet moment to overthrow his political rivals,
he would have learned the secret of every bosom around
him, and found that selfish ambition was the whole.

Yo. II.—G 13 )

I
1
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In the midst of his speech, however, while, in the
very vehemence of declamation, he was inveighing
against France, and was about to proceed from the
general terms which he had been using, to a clear and
minute view of the state of the land, and the measures
immediately necessary for its defence, one of the depu-
ties from some inferior town, who believed the moment
for distinguishing his own small knowledge and talents
.was arrived, rose, and boldly cut across the president’s
speech, exclaiming, ‘ Perhaps the noble president does
not know the unhappy news—" )

“T know all!” thundered Albert Maurice, his eyes
lightening with indignation at the interruption. ¢
of heaven! wherefore do I hold the station that1 do, if
it be not to learn, and know, and investigate all that
may concern the interest of the state? Do I not know
that Arras has fallen? that Tournay is in the hands of
the enemy ! that Hesdin, and Boulogne, and Bethune
are taken? that Oudard has been murdered? that Des-
cordes is false? that Vergy lies in chains? Do I not
know that the duchy of Burgundy is invaded; that
Franche-compté is overrun; and that the troops of
Louis are advancing to the gates of Ghent! What isiit
that I do not know, that any one should dare to inter-
ruptme? Let me tell the deputy who has just sat down,
that, if he had all the miserable catalogue of the woes
and dangers of his country, from the first infraction of
her frontiers, to the last base, or mean, or murderous
act of her great enemy, so much by heart as I have, he
would turn every thought of his mind to find means of
meeti:]g the perils that menace us, rather than interrupt
}lhe 3 der of this assembly by speaking before he has

eard.’

The vehemence with which the young citizen spoke,
the picture of overwhelming misfortunes which he dis-
played, and the deep tone of patriotic anxiet{;vhich his
words breathed forth, combined to make his hearers
forget the angry bitterness with which he rebuked one
of their members, and each turned and gazed, with an
expression of terror, in the faces of the others, as the
president counted over the rapid losses and misfortunes
of their country.

- Albert Maurice paused, and Ganay, who was present,
remarked, without rising, “Something must be imme-
diately done to remedy all this. Or,doubtless,” he added,
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not unwilling to bring about some imputation of blame
upon Albert Maurice for neglect, though unwilling to
utter one word of blame himself, “ or, doubtless, our
noble president has already, with his usual activity, Jpre-
pared some means of meeting all these difficulties.

«1 have !” replied Albert Maurice, sternly; and as he
did so, a slight curl of the lip conveyed to the druggist
a suspicion that his purpose had been understond. “ I
have! The difficulty can only be met, the enemy can
only be opposed in arms, and the means have been pre-
pared. Seven thousand men have been raised and
trained in Ghent, as you all know. Three thousand -
men are ready to march in the villages round about.
Before noon, five thousand more will be in the city from
Ypres, and, ere night, five thousand more will have ar-
rived from Bruges; while Brabant and the other prov-
inces are preparing an army of forty thousand men be-
sides. Our power is thus alread}({sufﬁcient to keep the
towns of Flanders against the King of France, while
forces are marching up to our aid, which will soon
enable us to expel him from eur land for ever.. Pro-
visions for forty days have been prepared, and a maga-
zine of arms is already established at Oudenarde, which
is garrisoned by a sufficient force to ensure it from cap-
ture. We have still a line of fortified places, which we
can soon render secure ; and having done so, we can bid
the tyrant either retire from our borders, or let his
soldiers rot in the field till we reap them with the sword,
instead of that harvest which they haye mowed ere it
was ripe.”

A loud and long burst of applause followed this re-
capitulation of the means which, by the most extraor-
dinary activity, he had collected in so short a space of
time to repel the arms of France; and, satisfied with
the impression that he had made, Albert Maurice sat
down, 1n order to allow one of the deputies from Ypres
to propose a plan of action, which had been laid down
between them before, for the employment of the forces
thus raised to the general advantage of Flanders. The
worthy burgher, however, though a man of sense, and
some military skill, having served during a considerable
time with the people of his commune under the Duke
Philip, was always an unwilling speaker, and paused for
a moment to collect his ideas a?:r the president had
sat down. 63
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The Duke of Gueldres instantly seized the ©ccasios,
and, anxious to ghin the command of the army, proposel
to lead it himself against the suburbs of Tournay, together
with five hundred men-at-arms which he had- raisel
since his liberation. “ The very appearance of suchi
force in the field,” he said, *‘and led on to some rapid
and brilliant expedition, would make Louis XI., who had
been well called Le Roi Couard, pause and hesitate,
while fresh reinforcements might come up to swell the
army of Flanders, and enable it either to risk a genenl
battle, or attempt the recapture of the towns which had
beén taken.”

- To this proposal Albert Maurice strongly objected,
and declared that, instead of encountering any further
risk than that inevitable in leading a raw and inexperi-
enced army through a difficult country, they ought %
make it their chief object to strengthen the garrisons of
all the many fortified towns they still possessed, bu!
more especially to throw a considerable force into Lille
and Douai, which still held out for the princess, ani
were plentifully supplied with provisions, but whost
respective garrisons were too small to retard the pro-
ﬁress of Louis for three days, whenever he should lea

is armies against them. In support of this opinion, be
showed that troops hastily levied, and unaccustomed t
warfare, were much more likely to serve well when de-
fended by stone walls, and commanded by experienced
officers, than in the apen field against a veteran army.
He showed, also, that Tournay itself was not likely
long to hold out for France, if Lille and Douai were
properly garrisoned with numbers sufficient to swee;
the whole neighbouring country of provisions; and he
ended by calling upon the states not to be dazzled by
the apparent ease of the enterprise proposed by th
Duke of Gueldres, for he could assure them that it was
the best maxim, both in tactics and policy, never to b
lieve any thing impossible, but never to fancy any thin

easy.

%e countenance of the Duke of Gueldres flushed
with wrath, to hear himself so boldly opposed by -
simple citizen of Ghent, and he was about to reply wi
hasty vehemence, which would infallibly have ruine.
all his own designs, had not Ganay started up, and, wi.
all the smooth and plausible art of which he was master
sketched out a plan, which, while it seemed to coincid
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with that of Albert Maurice, rendered it nearly tory,
and, at the same time, coincided exactly with that of
the Duke of Gueldres.

¢ The infinite wisdom and skill,” he said, * which have
been displaged, under all circumstances, by our noble
president, should make us receive his opinion with rev-
erence and respect, were it not even evidently founded
in knowledge and experience. There can be no doubt, .
however, in the minds of any one here present, that the
geaenation of Lille and Douai is absolutely necessary

r the security of Flanders, and may also greatly tend
to facilitate the very objects proposed by the noble -
Duke of Gueldres. But the two plans are by no means
incompatible. Neither Lille nor Douai can admit of
a garrison of more than two thousand men in addition to
that with which they are at present furnished. Twelve or
thirteen thousand men will be quite sufficient to enable
the noble duke to make his attempt upon Tournay. Let
then the sident himself, whose military skill we ail
wimemc.{, when he served with the men of Ghent under
the late Duke Charles, some five or six years ago,—let
him then lead five thousand men to the aid of Lille and
Douai ; and, having threwn what force into those places
he may find necessary, return with the rest to Ghent
while, in thie mean time, the duke marches forth against
Tournay with the rest of the force which we can spare
from the defence of thie city.”

The feelings which this speech excited in the mind
of Albert Maurice were of a very mixed and intricate
nature. By this time, from many of those slight
and accidental indications by which a skilful observer
may read the changes of the hdman heart, the young
burgher had learned that Ganay was no longer. the
zealous friend he had been, and he felt, rather than re<
marked, that, with that dark and suhtle being there
could be no medium between active support and deadly
%gposition, circumstanced as they were and had been.

ith this conviction pressed upon his mind, perhaps he
might see, or at least suspect, that one object in the
proposal of the druggist was to obtain his absence from
the city. He might see, too, that the command of a
large portion of the army given to the Duke of Gueldres,
whose military abilities were well known, would throw
immense power into the hands of that prince, becoming
already too powerful ; ancllzee likewise knew the gen-

-
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eral dangers attendant upon the absence of a political
leader too well, not to dread the consequences of his
own absence at a moment so critical. Nevertheless,
one of his chief weaknesses was the ambition ef mili-
renown ; and that ambition had received an impulse
which it had never known before, since he had dared to
raise his hopes to a princess descended from a race of
Heroes. He felt, too, within himself, great powers of
the kind immediately required, and he trusted that, by
the exertion of that energetic activity which charac-
terized all his movements, he should be enabled to ac-
complish his enterprise,~—~to .add, perhaps, some bril-
liant exploits to all that he had already performed, and
to return to Ghent before any great advantage could be
taken of his absence by his enemies. An immediate
reply, however, was necessary, and long discussions
ensued, in the course of which Albert Maurice did not
absolutely oppose the scheme of Ganay; yet there were
in the details so many nice and delicate points to be
determined, that much angry and vehement dispute took
lace, in which the violent and overbearing temper of
he Duke of Gueldres more than once broke forth, and
* was repressed by the young citizen, in his capacity of
president of the states, with a stern severity, that left
them both, with flushed cheeks and frowning brows,
gazing upon each other when the meeting of the states
roke up. By this time, however, all was determined.
Albert Maurice had accepted the command, with the
understanding that it was totally distinct and independent
of the one conferred upon the Duke of Gueldres, that
the troops were solely under his own orders, and that
the moment he had performed the specific task he un-
dertook, he was at liberty to return to Ghent. Al this
had been conceded. The populace quitted the hall, and
the deputies, one by one, took their leave and retired.
The Duke of Gueldres was among the last that left the
apartment, and it was with a slow step he descended the
stairs nearly to the bottom, biting his lip with il-
repressed passion at the contradiction he has met with.
and at the little reverence that the President of Ghent
had shown either to his opinions or to his rank. His
meditations did not serve to cool him ; on the contrary,
- at every step the words which had been addressed to
him, and the scene in which they had been spoken, re-
curred with more and more bitterness to his mind, and
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‘when he hall reached the last step but two, passion, as
it often did with him, got the better of all command, and
stamping on the ground with his foot, as he remembered
the contemptuous curl of the young citizen’s lip, he
turned, and mounting the stairs with wide strides, once
more entered the hall.

Albert Maurice was standing alone at the head of the
table, with a countenance of deep melancholy, from
which every expression of anger and scorn was now
totally banished. He raised his eyes as the duke en-
tered, and gazed upon him with surprise, as, advancing
clgse to him, with flashing eyes and a burning cheek,
that rude prince exclaimed, “ You have dared, sir,—
villain and slave as you are, base mechanical hind, bred
and born among looms and shuttles,—you *have dared
to treat with disrepect a noble of the land, and, by .
heaven, gou shall some day pay for it. Were you not
as the dirt beneath my feet, and would not your vile
blood sully my sword to shed it, I would save the hang-
man the pains he may some day have, and punish you
where you stand.” . B

‘“ Know, Duke of Gueldres,” replied Albert Maurice,
with calm sternness,—though in other days he might
have laughed at the intemperate insolence of his adver-
sary,—*know, Duke of Gueldres, that were there any
thing in the empty assumption of blood, mine is de-
scended from as pure a stock as your own, though one
of my ancestors wisely and nobly chose to embrace an
honourable trade, rather than follow the example of
such as you and yours, and live by rapine, plunder, o,
pression, and wrong. Advance not your hand towa
me, sir duke ; for remember that insult levels all dis-
tinctions; and that I, too, wear a sword, which 1 should
not scruple to die in nobler blood than that of the Duke
of Gueldres, if he laid but a finger upon me.”

“Out, slave !” cried the duke ; “ I will take thy boasted
descent on credit, were it but to punish thine insolence ;”
and striking the young citizen a violent blow on the
breast, he threw back his mantle and drew his sword.

Albert Maurice was not slack to meet him, and his
sword was also in his hand, when a number of the citizens
who had heard, through the open doors, the high words
which had lately passed, ran in and beat up their weapons.
The Duke of Gueldres glared round him for a moment
in vain fury, then thrust back his sword into its scab.



182 MARY OF BURGUNDY; OR,

bard, and shaking his clenched hand towards the yomg
citizen, exclaimed, *“ When next we meet !” and, turning
on his heel, left the apartment. . .

Albert Maurice slieathed his weapon also, and only
commenting on what had passed by a conteniptuous
smile, resumed his look of grave thought, and proceeded
calmly to transact the business of his station.

CHAPTER XIL

Tax Duke of Gueldres, however, was still to enjoyz
triumph before he returned to his dwelli'nﬁ, which, could
he have seen into the heart of his rival, would have
fully compensated all the pain which his anger had in-
flicted on himself. Albert Maurice was left alone; but
there was -a shout in the market-place without, which
rang painfully on his ears, as he turned from the great
hall ; for he could not avoid hearing the lond voice of
the muititude, cheering the Duke of Gueldres as he
mounted his horse. The sounds were distinct enough;
and bitter enough, also! They were, “ Long live the
Duke of Gueldres and the princess! Gueldres and Bur-

dy for ever! We will give her to whom we like!

he shall marry the good duke! Long life to the noble
Duke of Gueldres!” and thou%:, as that prince rode on,
the words ‘were no longer to be distinguished, the cries
still continued, and the fancy of the young citizen fur-
nished each brawling shout with articulate words of the
character most inimical to his own e.

“Ere I go,” he thought,—* ere { , I will see her
myself ; and assure myself of her feelings before I quit
the eity. Then, if I find that she hates him, as [ﬁ.
lieve~—that she looks upon him as the wolf he really is,
1 will take sufficient means to guard her from his im-
portunities during my absence.”

The determination was no sooner formed than he
prepared to execute it ; and while he despatched a mes-
senger to the palace to demand an audience of the prin-
cess i to his departure, which was ﬁxe(r for
the next day, he gave a multitude of necessary orders,
and as soon as his horse was ready, set out himself to
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seek an interview, which the consciousness of having
brought about the death of Mary’s counsellors, and the
banishment of her friends, made him dread even while
he courted it.

But, as those who' are young in deceit generally do,
he forgot, for the time, that the dark secrets of his heart
were confined to his own bosom ; and that the policy he
had pursued, and the bold ambition that prompted it,
were unknown to her who had most suffered by it. In
truth, the feelings of Mary were very different from
those which he-had anticipated. The broad and simple
facts only had reached her ear. She knew that the young
citizen had taken no part in the trial or the judgment
of Imbercourt, and that he had not even been present at
his execution. The order for the immediate removal
of the duchess-dowager and Ravestein, also, had been
issued in the name of the states : and perfectly uncon-
scious of the wild hopes and ambitious dreams of Albert
Maurice, she believed that if he had at all mingled in
those proceedings, it was but most unwillingly, and froms
a strong, though mistaken, impression of duty and pa-
triotism. Deprived, too, of the counsellors in whom she
had always most trusted, and of the friends whom she -
had most loved, the unhappy girl felt inclined to cling
to any one who seemed disposed to treat her with kind«
ness and tendetness; and the only one who now re-
mained was Albert Maurice. He had always been gentle;
he had always seemed to advocate her interest ; he had
never asked her for gift, or honour, or dignity ; and even
his very animosity towards Imbercourt and the chan-
cellor had first arisen in the support which he gave to
the princess in her reluctant struggles against the hard
and painful policy her ministers had dictated. The
dignity of his demeanour, the high qualities of his mind,
the independence of his character, and the apparent
disinterestedness of his conduct had gained her esteem ;
and the respectful gentleness of his manners towards
herself, as well as his constant and zealous advocacy,
in the council, of the line of policy dictated by her
i\ivdisheszu a woman, had won her gratitude and her con.

ence.

A gleam of pleasure brightened the gloom around her
when she heard that he was coming ; and, in order at
once to attach him more strongly to her interests, ta
express her thanks for h(i;ssupposed services, and ta



154 MARY OF nunemuiv; OR,

detach him totally from the burgher faction, whase in-
fluence had already worked so much evil, she directed
one of the officers of the palace to draw up, immediately,
letters of nobility in favour of the young citizen, and to
bring them to her with all speed. Gentle by nature and
by habit, the only arms-which Mary ever em loyed
against her rebellious subjects were favours and mild-
ness, and she fondly fancied, that, in this step towards
Albert Maurice, she had devised a deep stroke of policy.
The secretary’s task was almost completed when Albert
Maurice arrived ; and the evident pleasure with which
Mary received him, in the midst of all her griefs, ex-
tinguished for the time remorse and apprehension in the
blaze of hope and joy, and once more nerved him for the
bold career of ambition in which he had started against
such fearful odds.
The princess was pale and shaken with all the agita-
tion, terror, and grief of the day before ; but the light
that shone up in her eyes, and the smile which played
about her lips as he approached, made her appeara
thousand times more lovely in the eyes of the yo
burgher than she would have seemed in all the pride o
state, security, and happiness. In the unconscious sim-
plicity of her heart, too, all her words gave encouragement
to feelings that she little dreamed of ; and when, on the
announcement of his approaching departure, she pressed
him to stay, and.to abandon his design; when she as-
sured him that he was the only one in whom she could
now trust, since her faithful servants had been put to
death and her kindred had been banished, and beseeched
him not to leave her without a counsellor, or without a
friend, Albert Maurice, knowing the passions that ani-
mated his own bosom, could not but hope that in some
degree she saw them too ; and—while habitual respect
cast a deep reverence over all his words and actions,
which served to deceive her as to his feelings—his love
and his ambition caught a new fire from tﬁ: confiding
esteem she expressed towards him. He assured her
that in six days he would be once more in Ghent; and
he hoped, he said, to l:x some laurels at her feet. In
the mean time, he added, it might be necessary to think
of her security against all intrusion.
“ Oh, for the love of heaven, provide for that!” ex.
claimed the princess ; “ 1 fear that base, that dreadfal

Duke of Gueldres. Even the shelter of my own apart-

.
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ments is no security against him; and his influence
with the people, they tell me, is becoming fearfully
eat. Speak, Margaret,” she' added, turning to one of
er attendants, “ what was it you heard the people cry-
ing but now ¥

“¢ Fear not, your grace,” replied Albert Maurice, with-

out waiting to hear from the princess’s lady a repetition
of words which had already made his blood boil. * Fear
not, your grace! The career of the Duke of Gueldres
draws towards its end! - If I judge rightly, his own am-
bition will be a stumbling-block sufficient to bring his
speedy overthrow. But if not—sooner than you should
suffer from his insolent daring, he shall find that Albert
Maurice does not wear a sword in vain.”

¢« Oh, use it not against him, sir,” replied the princess;

“there may be other ways' of ridding the city of his
presence. Too much blood has been shed already ;
nay, do not look sad, lord president. I know that it was
without your will. ' I know that you were not even -
present. But while you are absent from the city,—if
your absence be unavoidable,~I beseech you to take
measures to guard me against his intrusion. When
you return,” she added, with a deep -crimson blush,
which rose from feelings that would have damned all
the -young citizen’s presumgtuous hopes for ever, could
he have divined them—* when you return, I would fain
speak with you on taking such measures for the defence
of the state as may obtain for it permanent security.
A woman’s hand, I see, cannot hold the reins of such a
land as that which I am unha%pily called to govern;
and it is time for me to yield-them to some one who
can better guide the state than I can. But more of this
hereafter. We will not speak more now.”

The heart of the young citizen throbbed asif it would
have burst,—biit it throbbed with joy; and probably he
might have replied, notwithstanding the prohibition of
the princess, in such a manner as would have ended the
delusion of both; but, at that moment, according to the
orders he had received, the secretary of the chancery
of Burgundy brought - in the letters-patent, which he
had been drawing up in haste.

The princess presented them to him for whom they
were destined with her own hand, leaving him at liberty
to make them public, or to preserve them unemployed
till such time as he should think fit: and while she gave
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them, she added her thanks for his obedience to the
wishes she had expressed when last they met. ‘Though
the subject was too painful for the princess even to
mention the name of the two faithful servants she had
lost, yet Albert Maurice felt that she alluded to her pe-
titions in their behalf. For a single instant he thought
she spoke in irony, and his cheek turned red and pale by
turns ; but a moment’s reflection called to his mind the
simple, candid - character of her who spoke, and what
she had before said on the same subject; and he saw
that she deceived herself in regard to the part he hal
taken. There was a natural rectitude in his heart
which might have made him, at any risk, avow boldly
his approval of, if not his participation in, the bloodshed
which had been committed—had the love of Mary of
Burgundy not been at stake. But he who knew not
what fear is, under other circumstances, had learned to
become as timid as a child in her presence ; and though,
while kneeling to kiss her hand in thanks for the honour
she had just conferred, his whole frame trembled both
with the agitation of deep love, and the knowledge that
he was acting a deceitful part, yet he found it impossible
to utter those words which he well knew would have
pronounced his own condemnation to the ears of Mary
of Burgundy.

The sensation, however, oppressed him; and, after
hurried and somewhat incoherent thanks, he took his
leave and retired, feeling that he had made another step
in the crooked and degrading path of policy.

The rest of the day was consumed in preparations for
his departure early the next morning, and in precautions
against the influence of his enemies in Ghent. Men
may make use of knaves and hypocrites, in order to rise,
but they must still have recourse to the honest and the
true, when they would give permanence to their as
thority. Thus, from the council which Albert Maurice
now called to his aid Ganay was excluded, as well as
all the fiercer and more subtle spirits which had hith-
erto been 80 busy in the affairs of Ghent; while honest
Martin Fruse, and seven other citizens like himsell,
who, though not without their weaknesses and their fol-
lies, possessed at heart a fund of honesty of intent and
plain common sense, were summoned by the young
citizen to a private conference, for the purpose of taking
such measures as would secure the peace and tranquillity
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of the city, and the stability of the erder of things es-
tablished, during his temporary absence.

He felt it difficult, indeed, to explain to them all the
evils that were to be guarded against, all the dangers
that he foresaw, and all the apprehensions that he en-
tertained, especially in regard to the druggist Ganay.
To have done so fully would have been to expose
all the darker and more dangerous seecrets of his
own bosom, and to give a picture of himself, of the
means he had employed, and of the deeds into which he
had been betrayed, which he was unwilling to display
to any human being: and it was mot without much cir-
cumlocution that he could find words to convey his im-
mediate views to the honest men by whom he was
surrounded, and yet keep to those general terms which
might not expose himself.

Martin Fruse, however, whose love for his nephew
'was paramount in his bosom, greatly relieved the task ;
for—with a sort of intuitive feeling, that there were
many things which Albert Maurice would wish to kee,
concealed, and from a desire of sparing him as muc
as possible—he passed as rapidly as his intellect would
permit him to conclusions, skipping as quickly as pos-
sible over all explanations regarding preceding facts,
with a nod or smile of intelligence, which led the other
worthy merchants to believe that he was fully acquainted
with all the machinery of the events which had taken
place. After some hours’ censultation, it was arranged
that Albert Maurice, deputing his whole municipal au-
thority to his uncle, should intrust the worthy citizen
and the other merchants present, to form such a party
in the council, as might keep the whole affairs of the
town, if possible,in a completely passive state durin,
his absence. His office in the states general he coulﬁ
mot, of course, transfer; for though he held the presi-
dency of that body as a privilege connected with its
assembling in the city of which he had been constituted
chi®f magistrate, yet that privilege could not be de-
puted to another; and the states—if they met at all
during his absence—would be presided by the next
deputy from the city of Ghent.

l(l:)dpower, however, which he placed in the hands

of good Martin Fruse was any thing but insignificant,

for Ghent then ruled the states; and it was determined

that all measures were to b: ta{en for the security of -
1

.
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the city and the repairs of the fortifications, that the
purchase of supplies and provisions, and the levying of
men, were to go on as usual ; but upon the proposal of
any important movement, on the part of Ghent, a
motion for its postponement till the return of the
resident was immediately to be put, and supported by
is friends. The meeting of the states general, too,
was to be opposed as much as possible during his absence
from Ghent; and as the authority of the municipality
of Ghent was, of course, paramount in their own city,
it seemed probable that his friends would be able to
exert great influence in this respect. Any pretensions
of the Duke of Gueldres to the hand of the princess
were to be strenuousli opposed in the council ; and
Martin Fruse, with the burgher guard, were to give her
every support and protection, in case she might require
it. Anxious, too, for the safety of Hugh of Gueoﬁres,
Albert Maurice took care thata strong guard should be
stationed over the town-prison, and that the merchants
should be prepared to put an instant negative upon any
proposal for bringing .the prisoner to trial during his
absence.
- When all these arrangements were concluded, the
next care of the Koung citizen was to select such bands
from among both the new and old levies of the city
as were most likely to ensure him success in the enter-
Kises which he proposed; and this being done, and all
is further preparations cotpleted, he proceeded once
more to visit the Vert Gallant of Hannut in the cham-
- ber to which he had now been removed. The young
cavalier lay in a deep, sweet sleep, from which even
the opening of the door and the approach of Albert
Maurice did not wake him ; and the young citizen gazed
for a moment or two on his face,—~as he lay so calm
and tranquil, within the walls of a prison, and exposed
fo constant danger—with a feeling of envy and regret,
which, perhaps, few can appreciate fully who have not
felt the sharp tooth of remorse begin its sleepless
gnawing on the heart.

He would not have disturbed such slumbers for the
world ; and, withdrawing ag:in with a noiseless step,
he retired to his own chamber, and cast himself down
upon his bed, to snatch, at least, that heated and dis-
turbed sleep which was #ll the repose that he was
ever more to know on earth.
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CHAPTER XIIL

Tae clang of trumpets echoing through the streets
of Ghent, an hour before daybreak, announced that
the body of forces under the command of the young
president was about to set out upon its e ition ;
and as the burghers started from their sleep, and lis-
tened to the various sounds that followed—the trantp-
ling of horses, the voices of the officers, and the dull
measured tread of marching men—there was not un-
frequently a feeling of pride rose in their bosoms from
that universal principle—“the extension of the idea
of self;” as each one felt that the army thus on its
march was, in some degree, his own, as part and parcel
of the city of Ghent.

To the ears of none in the whole town, however,
did those sounds come more pleasantly fhan to those
of the druggist Ganay, who had felt, within the last
two days, a sort of thirst to see the back of him he
had once loved turned upon the city; for though—
with that degree of pride in his cunning which artful
men often possess—he did not usually a?prehend that
his wit would fail in a struggle with that of any other
being ; get there was something in the unaccountable
knowledge of foregone facts which Albert Maurice had
displayed, that made him entertain a vague fear of the
young citizen, and rendered him unwilling to venture
any very bold stroke till Ghent was free from his
presence.

The first sound of the trumpet fell upon his ear as
he sat watching the bed of the wounded Lord of Neuf-
chatel, into whose sick chamber he had obtruded him-
self with an officious zeal, which might have been
resented by the noble’s attendants, had he not, by quiet
and soothing attentions, rendered himsel uséful, and
his presence pleasing to the invalid himself, while a
long attendance on a sick and fretful old man had cooled
and wearied those who were at first most active in his
service. A restless and feverish night had passed
away; and as morning came, the ancient seneschal of
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Burgundy showed some inclination to fall asleep ; but
the first braying of the trumpets roused him, and he
eagerly demanded what those sounds meant. The
druggist éxplained the cause at once; and the enfee-
bleg warrior shook his head with a melancholy air, as
he heard the call to horse sounded again, without being
able to raise a limb from his couch.

“"Twas not so when first you knew me, Master
Ganay !” he said; and then—while one sound suc-
ceeded another, and squadron after squadron marched
forth through the streets—he continued to murmur 3
number of low and somewhat incoherent sentences,
between the delirium of feverish irritation and the
drowsiness of exhaustion. At length, as a faint bluish
light began to gleam into the chamber from the dawn-
ing of the morning, the last horseman sed before
the gates of the court-yard, and all in Ghent resumed
its former stillness. .

The old man would then have addressed himself ta
sleep again, but Ganay now recalled his mind to the
subject of his brighter days, with an extraordinary de-
gree of pertinacity. ‘“Nay, nay, my noble lord,” he
said, returning to the topic of their early acquaintance;
“when first I saw your lordship, you woulg little have
suffered an army to march, while you lay still in bed!"

“ Not I—not I, indeed !” replied the Lord of Neuf-
chatel, “But what can ope do ¥’

¢ Alack, nothing now,” answered the druggist; *buat
think that you never flinched while you could keep
the saddle. You were as eager a rider in those days
as ever I met—ay! and somewhat hasty withal.”

“ Ah! my good Ganay, are you there now " said the
old lord. “Have you not forgot that yet? Well, man,
I did you wrong ; but have I not tried to make atone-
,ment? Idid you wrong, I do believe from my soul.”

¢ Believe, my lord!” cried Ganay; ‘“are you not
sure! Are not the very papers you possess convin
cing enough of my innocence " )

* Well, well, perhaps they are,” replied the old man,
somewhat impatiently. .

“ Perhaps they are!” exclaimed the other. ¢ Nay,
surely they are. But let me fetch and read them t
your lordship—where can L find them ?”

“ They are in the Venice cabinet, I think,” answered
the Lord of Neufchatel; ¢ but never mind thepmn—never
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mind them! I tell thee I am convinced—what need
of more! I ‘would fain sleep now, if the accursed
itching of this thrust in my shoulder would let me.
Call the boy with his rote, good Ganay ! he often puts
me to sleep by playing on his instrument—or the man
that tells stories: he is better still. I never fail to

w drowsy as soon as he begins, and to snore befere

e has half done.”

“Take but a cup of this elixir, my lord,” answered
the druggist. “Mind you not how it refreshed you
yesterday morning t” s

“Surely!” cried the old lord, in a peevish tone.
“ Have you any more? Why did you not give it me
sooner? How could you see me suffer so all night,
and not give me that which alone eases me ?”

« Because, if used too eften, it loses its effect,” replied
the druggist.

“ Give it me—give it me now, then,” cried the invalid
impatiently. ‘ When would you give a man medicine
sut when he is ill and in pain?! Spare not, man—Ilet
the dose be full. Thou shalt be well paid for thy

”

Gg:nay took up a cup from the table, and nearly filled
t with a dark-colpured liquid from a phial which he
irew out of his bosom. He then gave it to the old
10ble, who drank off the contents at once, while the
Iruggist gazed on him with an eye which seemed
ilmost starting from its sockets, so intense was the
.00k of eager interest with which he regarded him.

“ Are you sure it is the same !” said the Lord of
Neufchatel, returning the cup,—*it tastes differently ;
—it is bitterer, and has a faint taste as of earth. Itis
—it is—not so—" .

But, as he spoke, the lids of his eyes fell—he opened
them drowsily once or twice—added a few more almost
inarticulate words, and then sank back upon his pillow
Ganay looked at him intently for two or three minutes;
then ‘stole out of the room; and, descending with a
juiet step to the hall, he woke his own serving-boy,
who was sitting by the fire—'¢ Hie thee to the prévdt,”
he whispered ; *bid him hither instantly !”

“ Who goes there 1" cried the servant on watch, who
had been asleep also, but was now wakened by the boy
openil;f the door,—* who goes there 1"

¢ Only my boy,” answeln'::i Ganay, *going for some
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d against my good lord wakes,—I would have heale

h:::g'sooner thagl all the leeches in the town, had I tv'

tried it before ; but, of course, I could not meddle tilile
dismissed the surgeon in such wrath.”

« How goes he now, Master Ganay ?” demanded th¢

man.

« Better, I hope !” replied the druggist; “but hehs

. had a fearful night. He now sleeps, and I think itis:

glrisis. If he wake better, he will do well. If not, b
3 es.”

“ God forefend!” cried the man.

Ganay echoed loudly the wish, and retired once mor
to the sick man’s chamber.

Entering with stealthy steps, he :({)proached the bed
and gazed upon him that it contained. A slight strea
of dark fluid had flowed from his mouth, and stained s
pillow; and Ganay, as he remarked this appearan
muttered, * The stomach has rejected it! He mus
take more. To leave it half-done were worse thanal
Here, my lord!” he added aloud, shaking him by th
arm—*‘ here, take a little more of the same bless
élixir !” ,

But the old man made no answer, except a loag
deep-drawn sigh ; and Ganay, adding, “ He has ha
enough,” sat down, and turning his face from the
continued gazing for some minutes upon the couc
‘From time to time, as he sat and looked, a few muttere
words would escape his lips ; and often he would turn ax
listen for the sounds in the street, as if impatient for the

“coming of some one from without.

“ The Venice cabinet!” he muttered, ¢ that standsiz
the small arras chamber by the saloon!—Could om
reach it, now, unperceived ! But no. 'Tisbetter to wa:
till Du Bac arrives—some of the varlets might catch me.

- and all were ruined—Better wait till he comes—He
wvery tedious, though—It works but slowly! He hasha
hardly enough— t can be done?! He cannot tak
any more !—that is a long-drawn sigh,—it should be tke
last.  Alittle help were not amiss, though !” and so say-
ing, he sed his hand heavily on the chest of the ok
Lord of Neufchatel. It rose once slightly against tb
weight ; but death and life were by this time sn nearl
balanced in his frame, that it rose but once, and then a
was quiet. Still Ganay continued the pressure with hs
,whole force, till suddenly the eyes opened,and the ja'}
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dropped ; and the murderer instinctively started back,

fa'ncﬁing that his victim was awaking from his slumber.
But he instantly perceived that what he saw was but the
sign of a longer and more profound sleep having taken
the old man to repose for ever; and, after one more
glance to satisfy himself that no means of resuscitation
could prove available, he loudly called upon the servants
and attendants to give him help, for that their lord was
dying. It was some time before he made them hear ;
for the illness of the old noble, as we have before said,
had been long and tedious, and kindness had been
wearied, and attention worn out. When they did come,
therefore, the druggist had some excuse to rate them
severely for inattention and sloth. He affected to try
many means of recalling the dead to life again; and
proposed to send for skilful leeches, as soon as he heard
the voice of Maillotin du Bac in the hall below.

That officer now came boldly in, and, stopping all
dther proceedings, demanded whether any relation of
the dead lord were in the house. The answer,as he
knew it must be, was in the negative; for—as the ser-
vants replied—all his connexions were in the far parts
>f Burgundy. ¢ Well, then,” cried the prévét,—*it
y»ecomes me, though not exactly the froperv officer, to
seal up all the doors and effects of the deceased, till such
:ime as account can be taken. You, my men,” he con-
sinued, to the archers of the band that followed him,
¢ gather all these worthy servants and varlets together
n the great hall, and see that no one stirs a step, till I
have asked then a question or two. You, Master Ganay,
seing one of the magistrates of the town, had better
zome with me,to bear witness that I seal all things
fairly. You, my good lieutenant, bring me some wax
and a chafing-dish,-and then return to the hall, to guard
these worthy‘fellows till I come.”

The domestic attendants of the old lord, among
whom were several of his ancient military retainers,
grumbled not a little at this arrangement, and might
1ave shown somewhat more stubborn resistance, had
jot the force ht by the prévét overmatched them
n numbers as well as In preparations. One of them,
nowever, whispered to 2 boy who was among them, to
slip out and warn the ‘other retainers in the lgﬁ%iug over
;he way; the house, or rather houses, of the deceased
aoble, extending, as was not uncommon in those times,
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to both sides of the street. With this intimation to the
boy, and one or two loud oaths, which the prévdt wou:
not hear, the servants were removed, and the two a-
complices stood together in the dead man’s chambe
alone. Such sights were too familiar to Maillotin ¢
Bac to cause even the slightest feeling of awe to cros
his bosom, as he gazed on the face of the corpee; al
after looking at it-for a moment in silence, he turned
the druggist with a well-satisfied smile, but without fe-
ther comment.

“ Let us make haste !” cried Ganay,—* the papers art
in the Venice cabinet, in the little arras chamber by the
saloon.”

“ Wait for the wax! Wait for the wax, man !" re
plied the rg;fvét; “ there is Flen' of time. Letusd®
things orderly. You seek for the keys in the mea
time. They are in that cupboard, probably. ‘Where s
the key of it! But never mind,—I will put back >
lock with my dagger.” .

This was soon accomplished, and the open door e
posed, as the prévédt had expected, several bunches
of keys, and a leathern bag, which bore all the marb
of being swelled out with coined pieces of some ki
The druggist seized upon the keys, and carefully cos-
cealed them on his person; but the prévit dipped bs
hand zealously into the heart of the leathern bag—
drawing it forth, and then plunging it deep into his ows
bosom, without at all examining what his fist contained
After two or three such dives down into the pouch
which grew somewhat lank and wrinkled under its 1>
tercourse with the prévot’s hand, he raised it, as if »
see how muchit still contained, murmuring—“ We mus
leave some !

An approaching now caused him to H
hastily, and close the r; and, as soon as the lieutes
ant brought him the wax and chafing-dish he had bee
despatched to seek, Maillotin du Bac proceeded to securt
tli“:tl-wpboardﬁut,namg' the hilt of his dagger as1

The inferior officer was soon sent away ; and the pré

vdt instantly turned to his ion, saying, “ Noww
the Venice cabinet, if Jou ill. You w the wiy
better than I—lead on.

“ This way, then! this way '™ answered the druggic
“we willgobythehackpauyage;” and opeaing anoth
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door, ke led on through several corridors, till they en-
tered what had been the great saloon of the hotel.
They paused not to feel, and still less to comment on
the gloomy t which association gives to a festive
chamber, the lord of which is just gone down to the
gloomy dust: but hurrying on as fast as possible, they
entered a small room beyond, which was hung all round
with rich arras tapestry, and which, besides some settles
and a table, contained a large black cabinet of the kind
which was at that time imported from Venice.

The druggist approached it eagerly,—and looking at
the lock, and then at the keys in his hand, after some
difficulty chose one, and applied it to the keyhole,
‘What was his surprise, however, to find that the cabinet
was already open, and that the whole shelves which it
contained were covered with books and papers, in a
state of terrible confusion. .

“ Curses on the old sloven!” he cried; * this will
take an age to go through.” -

¢ Better take all the papers,” said the prévét, “ and
leave the trash of books ; but at all events make haste !”

“ T cannot conceal them all,” replied the druggist.
“ Here! help me to search. They are tied up ina bun-
dle together, with my- name on the back.”

The prévét approached, and aided Ganay busily in his
search; and at length the druggist himself caught'a
sight of the papers, lying far back in the cabinet:
“ Here they are! Here they are!” he cried; but at
that moment—as he was reaching forth his hand to seize
them—a powerful grasp was laid upen his shoulder, and
turning round with a sudden start, he beheld the coun-
tenance of Albert Maurice.

. Without giving him time to deliberate, the young
citizen drew him forcibly back from the cabinet with his
right hand, while he himself laid his left upon the very
bundle of papers that Ganay had been about to iake.
The druggist was struck dumb with surprise, disap-
pointment, and consternation; but Maillotin du Bac,
who did not easily lose his presence of mind, exclaimed
at once, “ What! you here, sir president! I thought
you were miles hence by this time.”

‘ Doubtless you did,” replied Albert Maurice, “ doubt-
less you did! What do you here 1”

“ We seek to discover if there be any testamentary
paper,” replied the prévét, who perceived that the door-
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way, which opened into the saloon, was full of peopl,
among whom he recognised none of his own band.

"« And 'what right have you, sir, to seek for such p
pers ¥ demanded the president. “Is it a part of you
office ! Isita partof your du&’! You seem to consider

our functions wonderfully enlarged of late ! Advance,

aitre Pierre,” he continued, turning to one of the esche-
vins of the city, who had accompanied him thither.
“You will do your duty in sealing up the effects of the
Lord of Neufchatel. As for these papers which I havein
my hand, 1 hold them to be necessary to the state, having
seen them before, by the consent of ‘the Lord of Neuf-
chatel, while awaiting in this chamber of his house an ex-
amination before the council of the princess on a charg
brought against me by yon prévét. It is my inteption,
therefore, to keep them in my possession. But] be
seech you, in the first instance, to envelop them care
fully, sealing them with your own seal, after which!
will be answerable for them to whatever person may
prove to be the legal heir of the nobleman deeeased.”

Ganay’s face, always pale, became perfectly cadave-
rous,as he heard these words ; and both Albert Maurice
and the prévdt believed that the only feeling at his hear,
at that moment, was terror. The words he mutteredto
himself, however, were, “ Fool! he has destroyed him-
self !"—and might have shown, had they been over-
heard, that the predominant passion of his soul,—
venge,—was still uppermost; and even overbore bott
consternation and surprise. .

The eschevin, according to the desire of the president.
sealed up the papers in an envelope, and returned thes
to him ; and Albert Maurice, whose stern eye had turne!
severely from the countenance of the one culprit to th
other, with an expression which made them at first be-
lieve that he meditated to exert his authority for their
punishment, now once more addressed the magistrate.
saying, “I must myself leave you, sir, to pursue ths
business alone, for it will require hard fiding to over
take the troops ; but I have every confidence that yo

ill examine this suspicious affair most strictly an
carefully. You know how far, according to the laws
such conduct as we have seen to-day is just or unjush
and you will take measures, without favour, to see ths
justice be not evaded. But you will be pleased esp-
cially to cause the body of the deceased nobleman, of
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which we had but a casual glance just now, to be care-
fully examined by competent persons, in order to ascer-
tain the cause of hisdeath. My speedy return will pre-
vent the necessity of your employing any means but
those of precaution, till we meet again. ¥n the mean
time, farewell.” )

Thus saying, Albert Maurice, without taking any fur-
ther notice either of Ganay or the prévdt, quitted the
chamber ; and, leaving a sufficient number of persons
behind to enforce.the authority of the eschevin, he pro-
1ceeded to the court-yard, and, mounting his horse, gal-
0 off. -

p'l?gings that appear very extraordinary in themselves
are often brought about by the simplest means; and
such had been the case in regard to the interruption
which Ganay and the prévét had met with in the exe-
cution of their design. Albert Maurice had been pre-
vented, by some casual business, from setting out him- -
self at the hour he at first proposed ; but in order that the
troops might not be delayed, he suffered them to begin
their march from Ghent, under their inferior officers,
well knowing that, with the number of swift horses he
had at his command, he could overtake them before they
had advanced many miles. His way lay past the hotel
of the Lord of Neufchatel; and as he was riding hastily
on with a few attendanfs, he saw a boy drop from one
of the casements, and run across the street in breath-
less haste. From some vague suspicion, Albert Mau-
rice stopped him, with inquiries; and the boy at once
replied, “The old lord is dead, and the prévdt and the
druggist have shut all the varlets up in the hall, while
they seal up the papers. So they sent me to tell the
squires and men-at-arms in the other lodging.”

Such tidings, joined to the previous knowledge that
he possessed, was quite sufficient for Albert Maurice;
and, sending instantly for one of the eschevins, who lived
close by, he proceeded, at once, to the hotel, and, with
his own followers, the retainers he found on the premises,
and those who rapidly came over from the other side of
the street, he obliged the prévét’s guard to quit the place. -
He then at once proceeded to the chamber of the dead
man, and after a hasty examination of the corpse, which
excited still stronger suspicion, he led the way silently

' to the room in which he knew that the papers referring
to Ganay were usually kept.
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All that ensued we have already seen, and, withor
pursuing any further the events which took place in
Ghent, we beg leave to follow the young citize
on his journey. ‘

CHAPTER XIV.

Taz transactions of the next few days, though certainly
comprising matters of great interest to many of the per-
sons connected with the present history, must be d
over as briefly as possible, because their nature 1s i
certain sense discordant with the general tenor of i
story. This is no tale of battles; unless it be the batti
-of passions in the human heart; and therefore it is tha
we give no minute detail of the incidents which befe:
Albert Maurice in his short but brilliant military career
Suffice it to say, that by happy combinations, and th
strenuous exertion of the great activity which was o
of the most conspicuous traits in hi¢ character, he hal
in the short space of five days, thrown forces into Dous
and Lille, and had defeated Le Lude and a body of mer
at-arms despatched from Arras to cut off his retreat.

Well aware of the mighty effect of success in blowix
up the bubble of popularity, he despatched messenger
after messenger to Ghent, bearing tidings of each ever
as it occurred. Joy and gratulation spread through th
city; and the people of Ghent, elated by their nove
exsloits in arms, laid out in fancy vast plans of conques
and aggrandizement, and began to think themselve
invincible in the field. Nor was his military succes
without effect upon the heart of Albert Maurice himsell
It did not, it is true, produce such overweening expects
tions in his own bosom as it did in those of his weak:
fellow-citizens. . But it certainly did give him new coz
fidence in his own powers, from the very fact of findu:
good fortune attend him in every effort, however nes
and unfamiliar to his habits and hismind. It nerved =
to dare all, and to struggle against every difficulty ; an
the combination of constant occupation and repeated t
umdph drowned, for the time, those feelings of remors
and self-upbraiding which, day by day, had been acqur-
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ing a stronger hold upon his heart. Besides, it commu-
nicated to his mind the refreshing consciousness of being
energetically émployed in the execution of duties totally
unmingled with any baser motive in their origin, or an
degrading means in their progress. Inthe actions whic
he performed during these four days, he felt that for the
first time he was really serving his country, that he was
winning a purer glory, and gaining a nebler name, than
faction or intrigue—whatever might be its object, and
whatever might be its result—could ever obtain for man ;
and his heart expanded with a joy long unknown, when
at night he summed up the events of the d;{, and found
that another sun had risen and set on deeds which he
could dare all the world to scrutinize.

Still the necessity of his immediate return to Ghent
was not the less felt ; and as soon as ever he had accom-
plished the great purpose of his expedition, he com-
menced his march homewards, and pursued it with as
much rapidity-as possible.

His force was, by this time, reduced to a thousand
horse, from the various reinforcements he had thrown
into the frontier towns; but nevertheless, confident of
his own powers, he took the way towards Ghent, by the
neighbourhood of Tournay, although various bands de-
tacged from the garrison of that city were continually
making excursions into the country around. He fixed
his quarters for the night, after his first day’s march
homeward, in a little village about three miles to the
sast of that town; and, taking such ﬂrecautioris as were
necessary to guard against surprise, he passed the hours
of darkness undisturbed. It was a fine spring morning
when he again put his troops in motion. The sun had
just risen ; and the fresh, elastic air, driving the vapours
of the night before it, had gathered together in the north
2 wide extent of dark clouds, streaked with the whiter
mists that were every moment carried to join them by
the wind ; while, over all the rest of the sky, the bright
sunshine was pouring triumphantly, and flashing upon
the diamond drops that the night ha! eft behind on every
spray angd every bfade of grass.

The body of horse which the young citizen com-
manded moved on quickly, but cautiously, through the by-
roads and less direct paths which led between Tournay
and Ath; and it had proceeded in this manner for about an
hour, when the distant sound of a culverin, followed by

Vor I1.—H 15
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a heavy discharge df artillery, was borne upon his ex|
from the westward. The troopers listened eagerly, witt
na small curiosity written on their countenances; bit
the face of Albert Maurice scarcely betrayed that h
heard the sounds, except by a curl of the lip, slight,
indeed, but bitter and contemptuous. He rode on with
out comment, however; and, in a short time afterwar,
as he led his force over the summit of a small hill, ke
could perceive, on looking towards Tournay—which
place was hidden itself by some wavy ground that inter-
vened—a long stream of thick, white smoke, driftiyg
down the valley in which that city stands. He drewis
‘his horse for a moment, and gazed upon the sight; and
then, putting his force into a quicker pace, pursued bi
road onward towards Ghent.
‘The path which they were following entered, at abot
the distance of two miles from the place where thef
" then were, the high road from Tournay to Qudenarde;
and, passing among some woody grounds, it lay ver
much concealed from observation. As they came nex
the open road, however, Albert Maurice himself pro
ceeded a little in advance of the line to reconnoitr.
before he led his forces forth from the less exposd
und below. But ere he reached it, the sounds ths
e heard were sufficient to satisfy him that the highwa
was occupied by some party of armed men, eithe
friends or foes. As the prospect of meeting with th
forces commanded by the Duke of Gueldres was littk
less disagreeable to him than that of encountering
superior body of the enemy, he now halted his men, a
e slowly along the narrow border of copse whit
. separated the low grounds from the high road, in ord:
to ascertain who were his immediate neighbours, ax
what was the direction they were taking. The tram»
ling of horses, the jingling of armour, laughter, mem
ment, and oaths, announced sufficiently the presence
some military force; and the moment after, a break t
the belt of wood showed him the rear of a body of horst
men passing on in a continuous but somewhat ‘irregulz
line towards Tournay ; while the straight crosses of ¢«
cloth which they wore sewed upon their gambesons
once designated them as the adherents of France:
opposition to Burgundy, the partisans of which dulr
dom were as universally designated by a cross-cross,®
cross of St. Andrew.
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'The young burgher paused for several minutes; and
fixing his eye upon a break some way farther down the
road, watched till the spears and plumes began to pass
by that aperture also, and, by means of the two, easily
ascertained that the party he beheld did not amount to
more than five hundred men. Though from various
traces of recent strife, joined to the merriment that
reigned among them, he judged,—and judged rightly,—
that the French were returning to Tournay after some
successful skirmish, which, he doubted not, had taken
Klace with the Duke of Gueldres ; yet, the superiority of

is own numbers, and his confidence in his own powers,
determined him immediately to attack the enemy.

This resolution was no sooner formed than executed ;
and although the space was narrow for the evolutions of
cavalry,—the road having on one side a large piece of
marshy ground, and on the other a scattered wood,—yet
so unprepared were the French for the attack of the
Gandois, and so skilfully did the young citizen employ a
raw against a veteran force, that the old soldiers of
Louis at once gave way before the fresh levies of
Ghent ; and while many a man found an ignoble death in
the morass, those were the happiest who, by sharp
spurring, made their way unscathed to Tournay.

A battery of small cannon, which enfiladed the part of
the road that led directly to the gate, protected the fugi-
tives in their retreat; and Albert Maurice, not fully
aware of the stgte of the garrison, and the amount of
forces it could pour forth upon his small body, hastened
to retreat from before the walls as soon as he found
himself exposed to their artillery. The way seem
clear before him; yet—as he knew that the enterprise
of the Duke of Gueldres was to have taken place about
that time, and from the firing he had heard in the morn-
ini, doubted not it had been attempted on that very day,
—he could not believe that sosmall a party as that which
he had just driven back within the walls would have
ventured forth alone against the.superior force of the
Gandois; and he felt sure that some larger body of
French troops must still lie between him and the retreat-
ing army of the Duke of Gueldres.

Under these circumstances, and fearful of tarnishing
the gloss of his success by encountering a defeat at last,
he caused the country to be well reconnoitred as he
advanced; and ere long, thcil reported appearance of a

2
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large force seen moving in the line of the high road,
about a league in advance, made him resolve once more
to take the paths through the wood to the east, however
circuitous and inconvenient, being very well assured
from his knowledge of the country,and from his acquaint-
ance with the plans of the people of Ghent, that the line
of operations of either party could not have extended
far to the east of the Chemin d’Oudenarde, as the high
road was called.

He accordingly at once quitted the broad causewsy
which led directly to Ghent, and passing across some of
the wide yellow mustard fields that lay to the right, he
gained, unobserved, the shelter of the scattered woods
through which he had been before advancing. Ashe
marched on, however, the appearance of some of the
fearful marks of warfare—now a slain horse—now along
track of blood—now. some piece of armour, or some
offensive weapon cast away in flight—showed .that
deadly strife must have passed not far from the ground
over which he was marching. These tokens of war,
however, soon hecame less frequent; and, by care ant
circumspection, he passed on without encountering any
of the bands of either partiquhich were scattered over
that part of the province. Not knowing the state of the
country,and determined, whatever were the case, to force
his way onward to Ghent without loss of time, he did not
. choose to detach any parties from his main body; bu
he was of course very anxious for intelligence, and it
was not.long before he received as much as was neces
sary for the purpose of determining his after proceed-
ings. Ere he had marched half a league, several strag-
glers belonging to the army of Ghent joined his force:
and from them he learned, that on that very morninz
the Duke of Gueldres had attacked and burned the
suburbs of Tournay ; but that in effecting his retreat, his
rear-guard had been charged by a small force from the
town, and had been nearly cut to pieces, notwithstand
ing extraordinary efforts on the part of the duke himsel{.
.That prince was reported to be dead or taken, and the
rest of the army had retreated in no small confusion
upon Oudenarde.

This discomfiture of the Flemish forces, and the di-
grace inflicted on his country, were of course painfu
as a whole to the young citizen; but there were parts
of the detail whicz were not so unpleasant; for his
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successes of course stood out in brighter light from their
contrast with the failure of the larger division; and as
it appeared by the account of the fugitives that the party
which had defeated the Duke of Gueldres was the very
same that he himself had in turn overthrown and driven
into Tournay, the mortification would be in some de-
gree softened to the people of Ghent, while he could
not find in his heart to grieve very bitterly for their de-,
feated commander. ‘

The intelligence that he now received of the state of
the garrison of Tournay—which it appeared was very
scanty, but bold and enterprising in the extreme—made
him resolve to halt for the night at the first village on’
the road, in order to keep the forces of that city in
check, while the dispersed parties of Flemings effected
their retreat. He accordingly took up his quarters
in the little town of Frasne, on the edge of the wood,
and immediately sent out parties to reconnoitre the
country, and bring in any stragglers they might meet
with. But few were found, however, and from their
information, the young burgher was led to suppose that
the great body of the forces, which had issued from
Ghent two days before, had made good its retreat, with-
out any further loss than the discomfiture of its rear-

1ard.

By the time these facts were perfectly ascertained,
the evening was too far advanced to make any farther
movement ; and Albert Maurice, having taken measures
to hold his present position in security, laid by the

« weighty armour with which, according to the custom of
the day, he was encumbered on the march, and strolled
out alone into the wood, to give way to theughts which
had long been sternly pressing for attention. He wag
now returning towards Ghent, where he could not hide
from himself that new scenes of intrigue, of anxiety,
and of trouble lay before him. His previous conduct
in the same career had given birth to regrets which he
had determined to scan, and try more accurately than he
ever yet had done ; and from his judgment on the past,
to form a firm and inflexible determination for the fu-
ture. He found too that now was the moment when
the self-examination must begin, if ever it was to be
attempted ; and many circumstances combined to ren
der it less painful than it had appeared before. Previous
to the expedition inwhiclsg'he was now engaged, the
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commune with his own heart had offered so little bat

ure bitterness, that he had avoided it with care. Bu

is recent successes, in which was to be found no mat-
ter for self-reproach, afforded him something wherewith
to balance more painful contemplations; and with a
decided purpose of indulging that craving for calm re-
flection which had long preyed upon him, he went forth
totally alone, merely saying to his attendants that he
would speedily return.

Of course, it is not possible to follow the thoughts of
Albert Maurice through all the tortuous and uncertain
ways which the human heart pursues in its examination
of itself. The result, however, was painful. He com-

ared what he had done, now that power was given into
ﬁis hands, with what he had proposed to do when that
wer existed but in expectation. Not six months be-
_fore he had determined, if ever circumstances shoull
favour the exertion of his abilities in the wide arena of
litical strife, to dedicate all the talents and energy of
is mind solely to the good of his country—to free her
from oppression—to remedy the evils of her situation
—to open’ the way for arts and civilization—to place
laws and rights upon such a footing that they could
never be doubted nor destroyed—and to accomplish all
this by the most calm and peaceful means, without spill-
ing one unnecessary drop of blood—without causing
one eye through all the land to shed a tear.

Such had been his purpose—but what had been his
conduct, and what had he becomet! He had appro-
priated nearly the whole power of the state. He had:
obtained influence greater than his fondest expectations
had held out. He had not improved one law. He had
not removed one evil. He had seen,under his own as-
thority, anarchy substituted for civil order and domes-
tic peace. He had involved himself in the meanest
wiles of faction and intrigue. He had seen innocent
blood shed by the hands of the populace. He had him- -
self brought about the death of two noble-minded men, '
who, his own heart told him, were innocent of the
crimes with which they were charged, and conscience
thundered in his ear that they were murdered for his
ambition. He could no longer look upon himself asa
patriot. He knew himself to have become solely an
ambitious demagogue ; and, look around him on which
side he would, he saw no means of extricating himself or
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his country from the state into which he had aided to
immerse it, but by pursuing the same dark and intricate
intrigues—the mean cunning of which he felt bitterly
to be degrading to his better nature—by shedding more
blood, by stirring up more discord, and by plunging
;_ieqper and deeper into the abyss of anarchy and con-
usion. ‘ :

‘While such a conviction forced itself upon his mind,
he almost shrank from himself; and the small, still
voice within whispered that but one way was left—to
yield the hand of Mary of Burgundy to any prince *
whose state and situation offered the most immediate
prospect of benefit and support to his country—to make
the price of that fair hand and the rich dowry that went
with it the full recognition of such popular rights as
would put the freedom and prosperity of Flanders for
ever beyond a doubt—and on his own part to resign the
hopes and aspirations that had led him so far astray.
But those hopes—those aspirations—had become parts
of his very soul ; and to require him to cast them from
him was but to bid him die. As the bare idea crossed
his mind of resigning Mary of Bm}und —of seeing her
in the arms of another—the blood rushed up into his
head with violence; and he paused abruptly on his way,
resolved, if thought presented such images, ta think no
more. The good and the evil principle were in his
heart at eternal war : calm reflection instantly gave the
good full promise of victory ; but the evil had but to
call up the idea of Mary of Burgundy as the wife of
another, in order to banish reflection altogether, and
every better purpose along with it. :

He had, by this time, advanced pretty far into the
wood, and the faint gray of the sk{announced that the
sun was sinking rapidlﬁ below the horizon, and warned
him to return to the village. The road he had followed
was a long grassy path, cut by the wheels of the wood-
carts; and there was no mistaking his way back. But,
as he paused, determined to think no more, since
thought required such bitter sacrifices, he looked on-
ward vacantly, ere he turned, directing his mind to 6x-
ternal things, the better to withdraw it from himself;
As he did so, he remarked, at the bottom of the slope,
down which the path proceeded, some large white obs
ject lying among the long grass which fringed a little
forest stream. The distance was not more than two
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hundred s in advance; and attracted, he knew not
very well why, he strode on almost unconsciously to-
wards the spot. As he came nearer, the object which
had caught his eye assumed the form of a horse, either
dead or asleep; and to ascertain which.was the case he
still walked forward, till he stood close beside it, and found
that it was the carcass of a splendid charger, which had
dropped, apparently, from exhaustion and loss of blood.
A rich military saddle, and a poitrel inlaid with gold,
announced that the rank of the rider must have been
high ; while a fresh wound in the poor beast’s side, and
another in his thigh, seemed to show that he had been
engaged in the skirmish of that morning.

Albert Maurice gazed on the horse for a moment, not
exactly with indifferenee ; but with no great interest in
a sight which had been frequently before his eyes dur-
ing the last two or three days. The thing that princi-
pally attracted his attention, indeed, was the costliness
of the caparisons; and he looked round the little glade
in which he now stood, to see if ‘he could perceive any
further traces of the horse’s owner. His eye instantly
rested upon a pile of splendid arms, cast heedlessly
down at a little distance; and as he walked forward to
examine them also, 2 man started up, as if from sleep,
among the fern which there thickly clothed the forest
ground, exclaiming, *“ Who goes there 1

A single glance sufficed to show Albert Maurice that
he stood in presence of the Duke of Gueldres; and
that prince was almost as soon aware of whom he him-
self had encountered. No great love existed between
them, it is true ; but a natural feeBing of compassion for
the defeat and disappointment which the duke had that
day sustained, and a conviction that that defeat, to-

ether with his own success, had removed all danger
%rom the rivalry of the other, greatly softened the feel-
ings of enmity in the bosom o%rthe young citizen ; and
a word would have disarmed him entirely. The con-
trary, however, was the case with Adolphus of Guel-
dres, who, naturally furious and impatient, became
almost insane by defeat and disgrace. He had heard,
too, it would seem, of the late successes of Albert
Maurice ; .and jealousy and envy were thus added to
hatred. His words and his manner had been quick and
vehement, even before he had seen who it was that
roused him. But no sooner did he distinguish the fea-
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tures of the young citizen, than the thought of his own
overthrow, and of the triumph of Albert Maurice, min- -
gled with remembrance of the opposition he had for-
merly met with, and the cool contempt with which he
Irad been treated on their last meeting, all rose up in his
mind; and his countenance became convulsed with
passion. .

“Ha!” he cried, “you here, sir mechanic! you here
to insult and. triumph over me!—Or have you come to
finish out what we but began in the town-hall of Ghent ?
Doubtless you have '—quick then, quick! Draw, sir—
draw your sword, I say! Thank God, there is no one
here, either to part us, or to see the Duke of Gueldres
stain his blade with the blood of a low citizen!” .

Albert Maurice himself was not, naturally, the most
patient of men; and he instantly laid his hand upon his
sword. But a better feeling checked him the moment
after; and he paused in the act, saying, “ You had bet-
ter reflect, my lord !” But before he could add another
word the Duke of Gueldres struck him a blow with the
pommel of his weapon, that made him reel ; and in the.
next moment their blades were crossed.

Complete master of every military exercise, power-
ful, active, quick-sighted, and calm, Albert Maurice was
far more than a match for the Duke of Gueldres, though
that. prince had always been reputed a stout and skilful
man-at-arms. 8o great, indeed, did the young president
feel his uwn superiority to be, that had he not been
heated in some degree by the blow he had received, he
would most probably have contented himself with
wounding or <disarming his antagonist. But he was
heated with the insult ; and in four passes, the sword of
the Duke of Gueldres—turned from its course—was
wounding the empty air over the shoulder of Albert
Maurice, while the blade of the young citizen passed
direct through the chest of his adversary. :

Albert Maurice recovered his weapon, and gazed for
a moment on the duke, whose mortal career he felt
must be at its close. But that unhappy prince stood
before him for an instant, still holding his sword, and
still apparently firm upon his feet, though a ghastly
swimming of his eyes showed what a convulsive agony
was moving his frame within. He made no further effort
to lunge aiain; but he stood there by a sort of rigid
effort, which gufficed for xhtime to keep him from falling,

3
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though that was all. The next moment the sword
dropped. He reeled giddily; and then fell back witha
fearful sort of sobbing in his throat.

Albert Maurice knelt down beside him, and strove
to stanch the blood (which was now flowing copiously
from his wounds), at least in such a degree as to enable
him to speak, should he have any directions to give be-
fore he died. He broiight some water, also, from the
brook hard by, and sprinkled his face; and the duke
almost instantly opened his eyes, and gazed wildly
about for a moment. Then, as his glance met that of
Albert Maurice; he exclaimed, in the same harsh and
brutal tone he had before used, “You have slain me,
fellow ! you have slain me! Out upon it, churl! you
have spilt some of the best blood of the land.”

“ My lord,” said Albert Maurice solemnly, ¢ you have
brought it on yourself. But oh! think not of that &
this moment. You are dying. There is such a thing
as another world; and, oh! repent you of your sins
while you are ¥et in this.”

“Is it you tell me to repent!” cried the duke faintly,
—*“you, who have shortened my time for repentance.
‘What know you of my sins!”

“ Nothing, but by report, my lord,” replied the young
citizen ; “except, indeed—except on one occasion,—the
. fire at the pleasure-house of Lindenmar—the death of
the young heir of Hannut !” -

The duke groaned. “Oh! were that all,” cried he—
‘ were that all,—that might soon be pardoned. For my
own hands in some degree undid what my own voice
commanded. But stay, stay,” he added, speaking far
more quickly, *stay, I may do some good yet. The
old man, they say, still grieves for his child. y to him

uick. Tell him the boy did not die in the flames of
?Andenmar. Tell him—tell him that I bore him away
myself. Tell him that, bad as I was, I could not resist
the look of helpless infancy ; that I carried him awa
wrapped in my mantle; and when my own boy di
b: %m as my own; that I was kind to him—that |
loved him, till the butchers of Duke Philip murdered him, |
when they cast me into prison at Namur.”
I Alight broke at once upon the mind of the young
citizen. “ Good God!” he cried,—*he is not dead. He ‘
lives, my lord—he lives. He escaped—found refuge
.with his own father—ay, and was instrumental in pro-
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curing your liberation from prison. He lives—indeed
he lives.”

The eyes of the Duke of Gueldres fixed upon him as
he sgoke, with an intense and half-doubting gaze. But
as the young burgher repeated earnestly, “ He lives,”
the dying man, by a great effort, half-raised himself
from the ground, clasped his hands together, and ex-
claimed, “Thank God!” They were the last words he
ever spoke; for almost as he uttered them, he closed
his eyes as if a faint sickness had come over him—fell
back upon the tarf with a convulsive shudder—and in a
few moments Adolphus of Gueldres was no more.

Albert Maurice ed upon him with a feeling of
painful interest. He had slain him, it is true, under cir-'
cumstances which he believed to justify the deed. Bug
no oné, that is not in heart a butcher, can, under any -
circumstances, take life hand to hand, without feeling
that a cloud has settled over existence for ever. There
is always something to be remembered—always some-
thing that can never be forgotten. In the case of the

oung citizen, too, the cloud was of a deeper shade ; for

e felt that in the death of the Duke of Gueldres,~how-
ever much justified by the immediate provocation,—hé
had taken another life in that course of ambition, in which
he felt that many more must fa]l.

Thus, in gloomy bitterness, he took his way back te
the village, and, without any explanation, gave orders
that the dead body should be brought in with honour.
The soldiers concluded that both horse and man had
died by the hands of the enemy ; and Albert Maurice, in
quitting his quarters the next morning, gave strict di-
rections that the remains of the deceased prince should
be sent after him immediately to Ghent. Before a bier
could be got ready, however, and all the necessary prepa-
rations entered into, a party from the town of Tournay
swept the little village of Frasne; and the body.of the
duke, being found there, was carried away by the French.
Due honours were shown to the corpse by the people
of Tournay; and many of the writers of that age at.
tribute the death of Adolphus, the bad duke of Gueldres,
to the successful sortie of the garrison of that city.
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CHAPTER XV.

It was barely dawn when Albert Maurice began his
last day’s march towards Ghent; and though the dis
tance was considerable, at the hour of three in the after-
noon he was within a league of the city. The number
of armed men that he now met with th single indi-
viduals and small bands—showed him that the force
‘which had retreated from before Tournay must have
lately passed. And with a sort of anxious apprehension
in regard to the machinations which might have taken
place in Ghent during his absence, he spoke personally
with almost all the stragglers he overtook; and, bya
few kind words, easily induced a number of the parties
of half-disciplined burghers and peasantry to join the
small force he was leading into Ghent—most of them
being very willing to pass for part of a conquering rather
than part of a copquered army. .

At the distance of about two miles from the city—at
a point where the town itself was hidden by a detached
wood—Albert Maurice perceived a small body of horse-
men coming slowly towards him ; but as such a sight
had nothing extraordinary in it, he took but little heed
of the party till it was within a hundred yards, when, to
his unutterable surprise, he beheld the portly figure of
worthy Martin Fruse leading the van on horseback,—a
situation which the good burgher, as may well be re-
membered, had never coveted in his most agile and en-
terprising age, but which had become quite abhorrent to
his feelings now that years and bulk had weighed down
all activity.

* Halt your troops !—halt your troops, my dear boy!"
cried the worthy merchant, in some trepidation. * Halt
your troops, and listen to me while I tell you—"

“ Had.you not better speak with the honourable presi-

dent apart?” said one of the party, in whom Albert |

Maurice instantly recognised Maitre Pierre, the eschevin
who had been called to examine the dwelling of the old
Lord of Neufchatel ; although, on glancing his eye over
" the rest, he could recall the face of none other among
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tho stout men-at-arms, of which the chief part of the
band was composed. .

Seeing that there was something to be communicated,
and judging that no very agreeable intelligence awaited
him, from the evident agitation of his friends, he gave
the command to halt, his little force; and then leading
the way into the meadow, begged his uncle to explain
the cause of his perturbation.

Martin Fruse began with a violent declamation upon
the evils of riding on horseback, and the perils there-
upon attending; but he ended with a recapitulation of
langers somewhat more real, which awaited his nephew
if he ventured within the gates of Ghent. It seemed
‘hat the violent party—as Albert Maurice ‘had appre-
nended—had, undef the skilful tactics of the druggist
Ganay, completely outmanceuvred the little junto that
:he young president had left to keep them in check ; and
10w that it was too late, Albert Maurice perceived that
1e had suffered his thirst for military renown to lead him
1side from the paths of saner policy. Ganay himself
1ad become the supreme object of the people’s adora-
ion; and having leagued himself by some skilful man-
igement with the Duke of Cleves on the one hand, and
:he populace on the other, he had been entirely suc-
sessful in all the measures he had proposed to the
souncil of magistrates. The states general had not
igain met, it was true, but a new party had been created
n the town. The city of Ghent, in fact, had become
:ompletelgv divided, but divided unequall!; for though a
strong and influential body had attached themselves to
Martin Fruse, the multitude adhered to his opponent.

Ganay, indeed, the worthy burgher .said, not daring
spenly to assail one whose successes in the field were
laily subject of rejoicing with the citizens, affected to
ict upon the instructions and desires of Albert Maurice
1uimself; and the complete, or rather apparent, union
»etween them, which had formerly existed, had aided to
leceive the people. Martin Fruse had reproached the
Iruggist, reasoned with the magistrates, in vain;
ind all that he had gained was the certainty that, from
some cause which he could not define, Ganay had be-
:ome his nephew’s most bitter enemy, though he still
iffected to regard him as a friend. Private information,
1so, had reached Martin Fruse early in the morning,
:hat—as soon as it had bet:lé ascertained that the young
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citizen was on his march with the intention of reachin
the city in the course of the day—Ganay, supporte
both by the nobility under the Duke of Cleves, and by
the more violent members of the states, had determined
to arrest the president that very night, at a grand bar
quet to be given in honour of his return; and the large
body of discontented soldiery which had been pouring
into the town during the day, and who were already
jealous of those who had been more successful. tha
themselves, seemed to offer the means of accomplishing
this purpose in security. Martin Fruse, losing all pres
ence of mind at the danger of his beloved nephew, had
determined to quit the city, and to meet and warn the
object of this conspiracy, of his danger, ere he entered
the town. The eschevin who had been called to the
hotel of the Lord of Neufchatel, conscious that some
suspicions he had let fall concerning the death of tha
nobleman had rendered him obnoxious to the party
which for the time appeared triumphant, had joined the
good burgher ; and the danger that séemed to threater
all had even overcome the objection of Martin Fruse to
the use of a horse.

This tale was soon told ; and Albert Mauriece, from his
own private knowledge of all the springs that were
moving the dark cabals within. the walls oﬁhe city be-
fore him, saw much deeper into the dangers and diff-
culties of his own situation than those who detailed the
circumstances which had occurred since his departure.
He saw that the crisis of his fate was come; and with-
- out once entertaining the vain thought of avoiding it, he
merely paused to calculate how he might pass through
it most triumphantly. ’

Pear or hesitation, doubt or even anxiety, never
seemed to cross his mind for a moment. He felt, it is
true, that his victory or his fall must be now complete,
and that he was marching forward to a strife that maust
be final and decisive : but still he was eager to bring the
whole to a close—perhaps from that confidence in his
own powers which is ever one great step towards suc-
cess. He heard his uncle to an end with an unchange
countenance ; and then, without a single observation oo
the intelligence he had just received, he spoke a few
words to the eschevin, in a low tone, in regard to the
inquisition he had charged him to make in the house of
the old Lord of Neufchatel. The answers seemed to

N




THE REVOLT OF GHENT. - 183

satisfy him well; for ever and anon he bowed his head
with a calm but somewhat bitter smile, saying merely,
“So! Ay! Isitso?” v

At length he demanded snddenly,—pointing to a man-
at-arms who had come up with his uncle and the party
that had accompanied him, and now sat with his visor
up, displaying a fresh and weather-beaten countenance,
well seamed with scars of ancient wounds,—* Who is
that ? I should know his face.”

¢ That,” whi;fered his uncle, riding close up to him—
¢ that is good Matthew Gournay, the captain of adven-
turers who was with us in the year fifty, when we made
a stand inst the Count of Charolois. He said you
had sent for him.”

1 did, I did!” replied the young burﬂer; “but I had
forgotten all about it, in the events that have since taken
place. Where is the prisoner I left in the town prison 1"

¢ Ay! there is one of their bold acts,” answered
Martin Fruse; and, as he spoke, the countenance of
Albert Maurice tarned d pale, thinking they had

ut to death the man he had promised to set free; but

is uncle soon relieved him. “Ay! there is one of
their bold acts,” he said; “ they have moved him from
the town-house to the prévdt’s prison near the gates,
and threaten to do him to death to-morrow by cock-crow.
Maillotin du Bac would fain have had him tried by the
eschevins this morning ; but the Duke of Cleves made
so long a speech, and brought 8o much other business
before the council, that they agreed to put it off till to-
morrow; when he is to be interrogated at six o’clock,
and have the question at seven, if he refuse to confess.”

Again the president mused, without reply, though he
saw that to extort confessions which would tend to cre-

ate a charge against him might be the object of the

révot in reserving the Vert Gallant for the torture. At
rength, riding up to the old man-at-arms, he led him
apart, and conversed with him earnestly for near a quar-
ter of an hour. At the end of that time he conducted
him, with the dozen of troopers who accompanied him,
to the last constabulary of the horse, which had shared
in his ewn successful expedition, and then spoke a few
words with the constable, or leader of the troop, who,
with a low reverence, dropped back among his men.
The followers of Matthew Gournay fell into the ranks;
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the adventurer put himself at their head ; and scarcely:
difference was perceivable in the order of the band.

As soon as all this was completed, Albert Maurice
rode back to his uncle and the rest of his party, ani
informed them calmly that it was absolutely necessary.
notwithstanding all the events which had lately take:
place, that they should return to Ghent, and re-enter the
town by one of the opposite gates; so as to leave it
at least doubtful whether they had or had not held any
communication with himself.

What he required of them was, perhaps, somewha:
hard, considering that they were peaceful men, who had
no small reason to fear for their lives, and had no in-
mediate stimulus to make them risk 80 much willingly.

But Martin Fruse had seen his nephew accomplisi
such great things in the face of every sort of probability.
and the tone in which Albert Maurice spoke was so calm
and assured, that the wishes of the young citizen were
received as commands; and the small party of citizens.
now left without an escort, rode off; while the young
president still halted on the road, to give them time to
make the circuit proposed before his entrance.

As soon as he judged that this object was accom-
plished, Albert Maurice again put his troops in motion,
and advanced slowly towards the city. As he emerged
from the low wood that had hitherto screened him, he
despatched a trumpet to announce his approach to the
council of Ghent and the states of Flanders; and d-
rected the messenger especially to speak with Signior
Ganay, one of the magistrates of the town. He then
resumed a quicker pace, and approached rapidly the
walls of the city.

Before he reached the gates, however, it became evi.
dent that his harbinger had not spared the spur, and had
already executed his commission. A large body of
horsemen were seen to issue forth, accompanied bys
crowd on foot ; and loud shouts of joy and gratulation
met the ear of Albert Maurice,~showing that the popu-
lace at least, to whom Ganay had first made his cour
by affecting friendship for their victorious president, hal
not yet become aware of the designs of his enemies. .
But such demonstrations of the popular joy on his return
were received by Albert Maurice as no sign that the
purpose of destroying him did not exist; nor as any
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reason for expecting that his overthrow would not be
attempted ; nor as any proof that the people would o]
se or resent it; for no one knew better than himself
ow slight a charge will condemn the most innocent
before t%e fierce tribunal of the multitude, or felt more
bitterly how readily those who now greefed his return
would shout at his execution.

He was surprised, however; as the two parties drew
near each other, to find that the body which had issued
forth to receive him was headed by Ganay himself, and
was composed of all those whom he had the greatest
reason to look upon as his political enemies. But
Albert Maurice was not to be deceived; and though he
received the compliments and gratulations of the citizens
on his return, and their thanks for his great servicgs,
with a smiling countenance, and bland untroubled brow,
yet his mind clearly divined the motives of so much
courtesy ; and he internally scoffed at the grossness of
the deceit they attempted to play off upon him. - He
bowed, and smiled, and doffed his cap and plume to every
one who affected to congratulate him ; but he well un-
derstood that he was surrounded by doubtful friends or-
concealed enemies ; and watched carefully every chang-
ing expression of the faces round him. :

The populace on foot, who crowded round, with loud
and vehement shouts of “ Long live the noble president!
Long live the conqueror of Le Lude!” he clearly saw
were sincere enough. But in the set speeches and for-
mal courtesy of the different members of the states he
. beheld much to distrust, and calmly prepared for those
great and bold measures which were alone fitted to meet
the exigency of the moment.

Albert Maurice was a reader of the human counte-
nance,—a book, every volume of which is easy to com-
prehend when we know the language in which it is
written, or, in other words, when we understand the
general character of the individual. Ganay was a mas-
ter in the art of dissimulation; but the young citizen
was 8o intimately acquainted with every turn of his
dark niind, that even the slight traces which he suffered
to appear were as legible to Albert Maurice as if he
.had seen into his heart. He marked a transient and
scarcely perceptible shade come over the brow of the
druggist whenever the people vociferated their noisy

welcome. He saw, too, th?;.ever, on each shout, Ganay
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redoubled his attention to himself ; and he clearly per
ceived that, from the moment they met, his forme
friend attached himself to his side, and strove anxious)
to prevent his holding any grivate communication will
the leaders of his troops. From all this, he judged tha
the tidings he had received from Martin Fruse were su>
stantially correct; and that the honours shown to hin
on his return were only to deceive the people, whil
any act that was meditated against him was to be exe
cuted at night, after the lower orders had retired t
rest.

Albert Maurice affected to be entirely deceived, an!
rode on with the party who had come to welcome him,
with every appearance of friendship and confidence.
He spoke freely and calmly with those around him; at
dressed Ganay frequently in a low and confidential tore;
and, at the same time, assumed all that state and diguity
which he knew that his enemies expected him to display.
He marked, too, with a feeling of suppressed scom, the
significant glances which passed between his foes, a:—
taking on himself the principal place, and with an ar
and demeanour which might have suited the mos
potent monarch in Christendom—he rode through the
gates of Ghent amid the acclamations of the people.

While thus Albert Maurice proceeded, surrounded by
a great number, of the high citizens, the troops he con-
manded followed in a long line, now swelled to the
amount of nearly fifteen hundred men. The whole
cavalcade moved on towards the market-place; bui
some persons, who remained near the drawbridge, re
marked that the last band of soldiers did not follow th
rest; but, halting at the gate, relieved the guard that was
there on dutly, and then passed on, in a different direc-
tion, by the low streets which ran under the walls. At
the same time, however, three of the troopers were de-
tached, and, at once, repassing the gates, oped
off at full ‘speed, in the direction of Heusden ax
Melle. It was further observed, and commented uponi:
other days, that in about two hours afterward, thre¢
bands of men-at-arms came up from the same quarter
at a quick pace, and entered the city, without e
being questioned by the guard. To what spot thef
went in the city was not very clearly ascertained,
it was generally reported that they made their wayis
small parties to the town-house. ‘

\
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In the mean while, Albert Maurice and the rest pur-
sued their march towards that building, the crowds in-.
creasing every moment as they vgassed, and rending the
air with their acclamations. ith his helmet, lance,
and shield carried by paies behind him, as if he had
been the most distinguished knight in the land—with
his cap and plume in his hand, and bowing his fine head
low at every shout of the multitude, the young citizen
advanced towards what was called the Perron of the
Hotel de Ville, on which he found collected, to do him
honour, the Duke of Cleves and a number of the other
nobles of the town and neiggnxbourhood. Knowing their
league against him, and what a mockery they consid-
ered’ this public reception of a simple burgher, Albert
Maurice could scarcely prevent the scorn he felt in his
heart from curling his proud lip. But he did 'prevent it,
and merely thinking, like Hamlet,—* They fool me to
the top of my bent,”—he dismounted from his horse at
the steps and played exactly the part which he well
knew t egoexpected from him. After receiving, with
a degree both of haughtiness and humility, the gratula-
tions of the nobles upon his successful expedition, he
:urned %mlﬂaddresseclll the lowelt:h orderhs otf G:llelll:; ut]h a
ong and flatteri arangue, throughout whic e
cloge of every pr:anr?od was drowned in the enthusiastic
cheers of the populace.

“Jt were hard, n;‘yl friends,” he added in conclusion,
“that you should all come out hither to welcome ﬁ{
return, and I should give you no sign of mz gooad-will.
Fain would I have you all to sup with me; but, in good
faith, there are so many here,—some twenty thousand,
as 1 guess,—that no house could hold the multitude I
see around me. However, it is a fair and beautiful even-
ing, and there is no better roof than the sky. Now, as
these noble lords and worthy merchants have invited me
to banquet with them within, I invite you all to sup here
in the market-place, and by .seven of the clock you shall
find ale and beef enough to satisfy you, if I give
the last stiver of my private fortune to entertain the
good artisans of Ghent.”

A loud shout burst from the people, but Ganay and
his friends exchanged glances not of the most pleasant
kind. Nor were theirlooks rendered more placid when
they heard an order given by the young president to his
troops, purporting that they were to stable their horses
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in whatever sheds they could find round the marke
place, and o quarter themselves in the’wide halls ad
vacant chambers of the Hotel de Ville. Ganay ew
ventured to remonstrate against turning the town-hoo
into a barrack, but he was instantly silenced by Albet
Maurice.

«1 have heard, my excellent good friend,” he repliec
“gince my return to Ghent, that the fifteen thousa!
men, who were driven like sheep from before Tournay.
have been received in this city, and quartered in the di-
ferent barracks. I know, therefore, that there can bt
no room to spare, and what you urge with regard to the
illegality of bringing troops into the town-house, you
must well know does not apply in the present case
The troops which I have resolved to station there ar

. the troops of the city of Ghent, not those of either:

foreign or a native prince.”

“ But for the informality of the thing,” urged Ganay.
seeing that by the very measures which he had takent
secure the safe execution of his purpose against th
young citizen, he had in fact overreached himseli~

- “but for the informality of the thing, would it not be

better, as there is no room for them in the town, to
march them into any of the pleasant little villages in the
neighbourhood

““What ! exclaimed Albert Maurite, assuming a
air of indignation ; “ what! make the victorious troop
that have so well served the city give place to thost
who have brought nothing but disgrace upon us! No
no, Master Ganay, let us hear no more of this. My or
ders must be obeyed ;”” and so saying, he turned and at
vanced towards the door of the town-house.

A short and rapid conversation was now carried oo
in a low tone, between the druggist and the Duke of
Cleves, as they ascended the steps towards the hal

“It will be impossible to-night,” whispered the noble.

“If he live over to-morrow,” replied Ganay, “m
earthly power will overthrow him.”

A few words succeeded, in so low a tone, that even,
by the parties who spoke, their meaning was probably
gathered more completely by their mutual looks than by
any distinct sounds. A white-haired old soldier, how-
ever, who was pushing up the steps after the young
president, just heard Ganay add, “If I do, will you just
ify and defend me ?” .
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*« Any thing to get rid of him !” replied the duke em-
phatically; and they both passed on.

The sun was, by this time, beginning to descend in
the western sky; and on entering the town-house, the
young citizen retired to the apartments which had been
assigned him in that building, and remained long in con-
sultation with various persons, who were admitted to
him one after another. 'The individuals who thus visited .
him were all marked by the opposite faction, which re-
mained in the other parts of the town-house ; and it was
seen that, besides Martin Fruse, and a number of the
burghers adhering to the party of that good citizen,
almost all the leaders of the bands which had accom-
panied the young president in his expedition to Lille
and Douai were admitted, and remained with him long. |

All this, however, appeared natural enough; and
though his troops, in quartering themselves in different
parts of the building, according to his orders, seemed
to take upon themselves a tone of authority and power
not very pleasing to his adversaries ; yet this also might
pass for the swagger and insolence of military success;
nor did it excite any very great surprise. As the even-
ing went on, however, a number of persons were ob-
served ascending to his apartments whose faces no one
recognised. Some staid, and some returned ; but it was
evident that they were not citizens'of Ghent, and great
was the anxiety and discussion which these appearances
caused among the enemies of the young citizen. Every
means was taken to discover whence they came and what
was their errand, butit wasallinvain. The Duke of Cleves
retired to his own hotel, to prepare for the scenes that
were about to take place; and Ganay waited eagerly the
coming of the hour appointed for the banquet, which
would put an end, he believed, for ever, to transactions
which, from many causes, he both doubted and feared.

Nevertheless, his sensations were of a mixed and
even painful nature; and his conclusions in regard to
the young citizen’s conduct were less clear and decided
than they had ever been before. He did not and would
not believe that Albert Maurice suspected the precise
design of those who had contrived his overthrow ; but
he saw evidently that he was not deceived by all the
fair appearances which had welcomed him back to
Ghent; and he felt that the moment was come when, as
the president had long before,foreseen, the immediate
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destruction of the one was necessary to the safety of
_the other. That conviction in his own bosom of cours
made him believe that Albert Maurice was equally alire
to the same fact; and as the means which he had s
carefully prepared during the absence of the other hal
been, in some degree, rendered vain by the measures
that the president had taken, the druggist now stood
resolved to snatch the first opportunity of executing his
E:rpose by any means, however great the risk, wel
owing that the peril of delay was still greater.

And yet, strange to say, there was within the bosom
of that man,~hardened as he was by crimes, and still
more hardened by the struggle of passions concealed
within his breast through a long life,—strange to say,

_ there was a feeling of deep regret, of bitter re

* when he thought of the very act he planned for his own
security. If ever there had been, in the course of all
his existence, a being that he had sincerely loved, be-
sides his own unhappy son, that bein? had Keen Albert
Maurice: and though, in the scenes of civil faction and
the strife of contending interests and desires which they
had lately passed through, that affection had been appa-
rently smothered, it is wonderful how freshly it rose wp
in his heart when he thought that Albert Maurice must
die by his means,—possibly by his own hand.

The fatal creed he held of man’s entire mortality made
him fearless of death himself, and careless of inflictingit
on others ; but, Ferhaﬁ_, by teaching him that the loves
and affections of this life were all, it made them takea
deeper hold upon his heart when once they could
it by any means; and for a moment, as he thought of
cutting off the noble being whose powers he had so often
admired,—of extinguishing for ever all those fiery ener-
gies and bright aspirations he had watched from their
first breaking forth to their full expansion,—he shud-
de'li‘el? at theltask.h "

e people without, witnessing the preparations for
the banquet to which the young citizen had invited them,
from time to time shouted forth his name with loud
applause, and there was a voice within the bosom of

anay that echoed their praises. “ He is indeed a splen-
did creature,” he thought; “ and if ever there was one
ealculated to win all hearts, and lead men and nations

"on to scenes and glories such as the world has never
yet seen, he is the man. Yet, after all, he must die'—
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and tis but like the slaughter of a mighty stag or a
noble boar; and death,—which ends all things,—per-
haps, when the pain and the pleasure of life are fairly
balanced, is the crowning good that renders the whole
equal at last; but I must speed to see all prepared !”

CHAPTER XVI

Never had the town of Ghent witnessed so ifi-
cent a sight as on the night after the return of Albert
Maurice. The whole market-place before the Stadt-
huys, illuminated by a thou torches, was crowded
with people regaling at long tables, which groaned be-
neath the burden of good cheer. The young president
had spared no means to satisfy all; and, by the magic
influence of gold, had, in the short time which had
elapsed. since his return, conjured up a festival more
like some of those fairy banquets depicted in an eastern
tale than any thing in real life. Thousands and thou-
sands, too, of wealthier classes, whose circumstances
raised them above those who came to partake of his
bounty, moved through the open spaces, enjoying the
scene. The perron of the Hotel de Ville was crowded
with guards, officers, and attendants, looking over the
gay and happy sight which- the square afforded; and
above all rose the dark mass of the town-house, with a
blaze of light flashing forth from all the open windows,
while the sound of music from within, and the glancing of
figures moving rapidly across the lights, offered links of
interest between the feelings of the crowd without and
the transactions that were passing in the building.

A knot of the more curious citizens had stationed
themselves on the little rise by the fountain, and watched
eagerly the windows of the hall where the banquet was
just about to take place; and at length, when a loud
flourish of trumpets echoed out upon the air, some of
them were heard to exclaim, “ Now! now they are com-
ing to the tables! See, see! they are passing along.
There is the Duke of Cleves; I know him by the limp in
his gait; and there is the president,—there is the noble
president! See how he overtops them all, and how his
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plumes dance above the highest in the.hall! Hurrah
for the noble president!”—and.the multitude, catching
the sound, burst forth with a loud and universal cheer
that made the buildings around echo and re-echo with
the shout.

Although, at that distance, it was difficult to distin-
guish the persons within, yet the shout was not unappro-
priate; for it wasindeed Albert Maurice, who—received
"as a guest by the states of Flanders, and the nobles and
prime burghers of Ghent—was advancing to the seat
prepared for him. Long consultations had been previ-
ously held in regard to where that seat was to be placed;
for feudal states in general required that a marked dis-
tinction should be observed between nobles and citizens;
but the druggist counselled the nobles to fool the young
citizen’s prige to the utmost for that one night. The
example of Artevelte—a common tradesman of that
. very town, who had sat and treated with the highest
grinces of Europe—was cited, and prevailed; and the

resident of Ghent took his chair by the Duke of
Cleves, with Ganay, by a previous arrangement, seated
beside him. :

The face of the druggist was uncommonly pale. He
had marked the immense concourse of people in the
square: he had marked the multitude of guards and
attendants that crowded the terrace and thronged the
halls of the town-house ; and he knew the infinite perils
that attended the deed he had undertaken to perform.
‘Whatever course events might take, he felt that fate
brooded heavily over the whole splendid scene ; and his
small, clear, dark eye wandered somewhat wildly round
the hall, especially as, in following Albert Maurice to-
wards the seat it had been arranged he was to occupy,
the thundering shout of the multitude without burst upon
his ear. All, however, passed in tranquil ease: the
whole })arty were seated; and the attendants of the
Duke of Cleves—somewhat more numerous than neces-
sary—drew round the upper end of the table. But as
they did so, they perceived that they enclosed among
themselves two or three strange men, on whose intru-
sion they remonstrated somewhat roughly. What the
others answered was not heard; but they kept their
place, and the banquet proceeded.

Every thing was rich and splendid, according to the
custom of that time; and many a fish and many a fowl
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upon the table which have either lost their

table flavour in latter days, or have been discarded

y some depravity of human taste. Albert Maurice ate

sgan?fgly, and drank little; but he was more %:y and

cheerful thaq,tgerhaps, any one had ever seen him be-

fore; and, with the whole, there was an air of easy dig-

nity which left any outward difference that might be

observed between himself and any of the nobles around
entirely to his advantage.

Ganay drank deep ; and as the banquet proceeded his
cheek grew flushed and his eye sparkled more; but he
was silent, absent, and thoughtful, and shrank when the
eye of Albert Maurice rested on him even for a moment
in conversation. At length the Duke of Cleves rose
and addressed the druggist briefly, saying,  Master
Ganay, you are an orator, and I am none ; and, besides,
as one of the consuls of the good town ef Ghent, the
task 1 am going to put ug‘on you falls more naturally to

u than to me. Fill, then, yon golden hanap to the

rim, and express, if you can find language to do so, the
gratitude and admiration which the states of Flanders—-
nobles and commons alike—feel for him who has won
the first successes in arms for his native country against
her base invaders,—successes which I trust may but be
the earnest of many more.”

Ganay took the large golden cup, and held it to an offi-
cer, who filled it with wine: but as the druggist again
brought it back he leaned his hand upon the edge for a
moment, and something was seen, by the eyes of more

rsons than one, to fall into the chalice. He rose,

wevery with greater composure than he had hitherto
displayed through the evening; and with a happy flow
of words, the very choiceness and selection of which
made his speech seem far more vigorous and enthusi-
astic than it really was, he commented on the talents
and succésses of the young citizen, and thanked him, in
the name of the town of Ghent and the states of Flan-
ders, for the services he had rendered to his country.

1t is scarcely necessary, perhaps, to state that it was
the ecommon custom of the day for a person gublicly
drinking to another in such a manner, to taste the wine
himself, and then to send the cup to him whom he ad-
dressed. Ganay, accordingly, at the end of his oration,
raised the hanap to his lips, and held it there for a mo-
m%n;t; :ixl:d t%len, according 070 form, gave it to the cup-

or. 11.—] 1



104 " MARY oOF BURGUNDY ; OR,

bearer, who presented it to the young burgher.” Albert
Maurice took the chalice, and then rose, while the eye
of the druggist fixed upon him with a gaze that had
something almost fearful in its very intensity.

“ Noble lords,” he said, in a clear, mellow, steady
voice; “noble lords! dear fellow-citizens! worthy men
of Flanders! you have been pleased this day to show
me honours far higher than my poor merits gave me
any title to expect. The duty of a citizen to his coun-
try is one which, however zealously executed, affords
-him no claim to thanks ; for, being an obligation imposed
on him by his birth, it binds him strictly through his
life; and even at his death, he that has done all within
his scope to uphold his native land has still done no-
thing but that which he was bound to do. Nevertheless,
it is hard to say how much I rejoice that the men of
Ghent and the states of Flanders have thought fit, by
such distinguished honours, to reward such poor ser-
vices as mine. Nor—however grateful to my heart may
be your generous applause—are my feelings personal
alone. I rejoice more that you have so honoured and
rewarded the first man who been enabled to render
service in arms to the state, since her restoration to
freedom, than that the first was Albert Maurice. 1 re-
joice chiefly because I am sure that the distinction
shown to me—unworthy as I am—this night, will be
the means of calling others forth in the service of the
country, whom diffidence of their own powers, or doubts
of the state’s willingness to accept what they may be-
lieve inefficient service, has hitherto kept back from the
path of fame. When an individual serves his country to
the utmost of his power, he does but his duty to that coun-
try, and no more; but when the state recompenses its
individual servants even beyond their deserts, it does
its duty to itself, and ensures the most zealous services
of all its children: for the men who will serve a niﬁud
master well, because it is their duty, will serve a liberal
one with their whole heart and soul,—and, let me say,
there is a mighty difference.—Men of Ghent,” con-
tinued the lyoum; president, “and you noble barons and
burghers of Flanders, I give you all deep and heartfelt
thanks; and I drink uato you all!”

Albert Maurice had spoken calmly and collectedly,
and not a word betrayed that there was:-one feeling m
his heart but tranquil confidence. As he paused and
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lifted the cup in his hand, the gaze of Ganay more
and more intense, his pdle lip quivered, and a bright
red spot glowed on his ashy cheek, while the young
citizen continued to raise the cup slowly towards his
lip. Suddenly, however, Albert Maurice paused, and
turned his glance with a movement as quick as light
upon the druggist, into whose face the blood rushed
with fearful violence as their eyes met. Sternly and
steadfastly the young president gazed on him, while one
miggt count fifty, and then tossing the cup into the:
midst of the hall, he exclaimed, with a scornful laugh,
“No, no! No, no! Did you dream that I did not know
you, murderer” -

“ Know me now then!” cried Ganay, starting u
“ know me now !” and he sprang towards Albert Mau-
rice like a famished tiger. But at that moment the
man who stood behind his chgir strode forward; some-
thing bright waved above the druggist as he rose, de-
scended at once upon his head, and cleft its way through
to the very eyes. Ganay fell back from his place, dead,
upon the floor of the hall ; but even as he fell, his hand,
armed with a short poniard, aimed an impotent blow at
the young president, which struck ringing against the
pavement,

“Ho ! ‘Close the doors!” cried Albert Maurice, rapidly.
¢ Matthew Gournay, you have done well! Let no one
dare to approach the corpse ! Look at him as he lies,
lords free citizens! Look at him as he lies, with
the weapon of destruction in his hand! And you, my
friends, whom I stationed round about, did you not see
him drop the poison in the cup as clearlyas I did 1”

“ We did !—we did!—we did!” cried a dozen voices
round the tablé ; and those who were at first inclined to
-look somewhat fiercely upon these witnesses soon per-
ceived that the testimony came from all the most hon-
ourable citizens of Ghent, who, forewarned, had watched
the proceedings of the druggist.

“These are bold and terrible deeds, sir president!”
said the Duke of Cleves. :

“ Not 8o bold as some I could name, Duke of Cleves !”
replied Albert Maurice, bending his brows sternly upon
him. “The man who lies before you has already more
than one murder on his head. There are the proofs of
his participation in the death of the good old Lord of
Neufchatel, who died by p;);son while recovering from
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his wounds. For these proofs I have to thank yon
worthy and fearless magistrate, Maitre Pierre. These,
however, would have been produced before the jud
of thia city, had 1 not diacovered the purpose of thi
base assassin to poison me this night, and taken proper
means to counteract his design. There are others here
present, leagued in the same evil conspiracy ; and did I
80 please, I could name them one by one. Look not to
Lt;ur ‘attendants, Duke of Cleves ; for know, that in this
ilding and around it, I have enough faithful friends to
bind every traitor present hand and foot, and give them
over to the common hangman—did I so will it. But
' fear not ; I neither accuse you nor absolve you, my lord.
You came here a guest to the city of Ghent, and you
depart unopposed, uninjured, with this warniui only—
beware how you entertain a thought against the liber-
ties of the fpeople. To the rest—within whose bosoms
dwells the feariul consciousness of their own treache;
~I say only, I do not dread them ; ard from my confi-
dence in myself and in the people of Ghent, they find
safety. Those who were moved to seek my overthrow
by fears and doubts, ipstilled into them by yon arch
traitor who now lies dead, will learn from my conduct
this night that I am not the man that I have been rep-
resented ; and those who, for baser reasons, would have
compassed my death, may also learn that such desi
fall ever, sooner or later, on the heads of those that
framed them. Those who love me not, therefore, may
departin peace ; those who love me and Ghent, remain;
and let us finish our festivities, for the death of that base
man is no more to be noted than the shooting of a wolf,
or any other wild beast that would destroy us—Take
awa,yl' the corpse !”

The guests looked upon each other with inquiring
glances, as they stood around the table in the same atti-
tudes into which they had started, on the sudden catas-
trophe they had just witnessed; but few present were
willing, by quitting the hall as thé young president per-
mitted, to brand themselves as enemies to Albert J:u‘
rice and to Ghent.

Good Martin Fruse was the first who resumed his
seat, which he did, murmuring, “ He was an unworthy
man, that Garay, and a disgrace to the city. He nearly

my death some twenty years ago.”

Those who.heard this new charge against the un-
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happy druggist started, and many looked wise, and shook
the sagacious hemi,exclaimi::,y “Ah! we always knew
he was a wicked man !” but Albert Maurice, who under-
- stood that the mode of death to which his uncle alluded
was not quité deserving of such serious comment, again
called upon those who were friends to Gheut, and to
himself, to resume their seats at once.

One after another, all the citizens, and almost all the
nobles, followed the example of good Martin Fruse.
The Duke of Cleves, however, together with a few of
his immediate partisans, remained standing ; and after a
brief pause, moved a steP towards the door.

“ It is not my custom,” he said, *to sit and drink in
halls where blood has just been shed ; and without being
an enemy to Ghent, or any of her true and faithful sops,
1 may be pardoned for quitting a place where I know,
not what is to happen next.” -

“ l"‘ortunate}iy for myself, my lord,” replied Albert
Maurice, “ I did know what was intended to happen
next ; though, perhaps, my having spoiled the design
may be matter of offence to some here. present. But,
not to bandy words with so high a prince, I have only
farther to say, that the citizens of Ghent have been
honoured by your presence while it has lasted; and
you have, in return, been treated with a goodly and in-
structive, though somewhat fearful, spectacle—showing
how the men of this city punish those who attempt te

ison them at their solemn feasts. Make way for the

ke of Cleves, there!” And with an air in which
courtesy and grace gave additional point to the keen
scorn that curled his lip and bent his brow, Albert Mau.
rice led the duke towards the door, and bowed low as he
passed out. -

The esoung president then resumed his seat; his lip
softened, his brow unbent, and, gazing round the guests
with one of those bland smiles which often win appro-
bation for the past, by seeming certain of applause, he
exclaimed, ¢ Friends, have I done well 1”

The man who rose to reply was one of the most zeal-
ous of that violent party on whose support Ganay had
founded his authority ; and Albert Maurice prepared for
bold opposition ; for he knew him to be fierce and fear-
less, thg:gh honest and upright in purpose. By one of
those sudden revolutions of feeling, however, which are
vommon in scenes of gre:; oxcitement, the whole sen-
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timents of the partisan had become changed by the
frank and determined demeanour of the young citizen;
and he answered at once, *“So well have you done, sir
president, that, in my opinion, if Ghent owed you grati-
tude before, that gratitude ought now to be increased a
hundred-fold ; and if she suspected you of any base-
ness, those suspicions should be done away for ever.
To manl{ of us you have been represented as courting
the nobility for J'our own purposes, and seeking alone,
in all you {ave one, your own aggrandizement. Some
of us, too,—I for one,” he added boldly,—* consented to
your arrest this night. I acknowledge it; and fraukly!l
acknowledge I was wrong. But believe me, sir presi-
dent, when with the same voice I declare, that, had I
ever dreamed of the scheme for murdering you here,
my own knife should first have drunk the blood of the
assassin. Justly has he beendone to death ; and wisely
have you treated yon proud prince, who courts us now,
only that he may first rise by us, and then crush us
hereafter ; and who—as no one that saw his counte-
nance can doubt—was leagued with the dead assassin.
It is the policy of those that hate us to set us at vari-
ance among ourselves, and remove from us all the men
. whose talents and whose firmness will enable us to tri-
umph still. Let us, then, all lgledge ourselves to union;
, in order to preserve him who alone gooaeslu
genius and power sufficient to lead us properly, let us
give him & guard of five hundred men, and intrust him
with greater authority than he has hitherto enjoyed.”
The proposal was received with acclamation ; and the
citizens—some eager to show that they had no partici-
. pation in the plot which had just been frustrated—some
carried away by the general enthusiasm—and some from
the first devoted to the young president—vied with each
other in votin%him new powers and new dignities. At
that moment hie might have commanded any thing in
the power of the states of Flanders to bestow; and
much more was spontaneously offered than he thought
prudent to accept. “ No, no!” he said; * limit the power
¥ou grant me to that which your fathers formerly con-
erred, in this very hall, on Jacob Von Artevelte, with
this farther restriction, that I shall submit, every month,
the revenues intrusted to my disposal to the inspection
of three persons chosen from your own body. Thus
shall 1 be enabled to serve you as much as man cando;
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and thus will you ﬁguard against those abuses to which
the unlimited confidence of your ancestors gave rise.
Nothing more will I accept.” .

The will of the young citizen for the time was law,
and the whole arrangement was speedily completed.
One more deep cup of red wine each man present quaffed
to the health of Albert Maurice, and then took leave,
one by one.- Martin Fruse was the last that left him;
and as he did so, the good old man wrung his hand hard.
¢ Farewell, Albert,” he said; “1I have seen you a little
child, and T have seen you a stately man, and I have
loved (you better than any thing else on earth throughout
my life. You have now reached a dizzy height, my
dear bog; and, oh! take care that your head do not
turn giddy.—For my sake, if not for your own, take
care; for it would slay me to see your fall.”

CHAPTER XVIL

Few, but those who have d through such scenes,
and have felt the mighty strife of giant Eueions not only
acting around them, but struggling in the narrow battle-
field of their own bosoms, can at all comprehend what it
is, after hours of contention, dificulty, and danger—where
life and death hung upon a breath or movement—to find
one’s self alone and successful. If there be a feeling
among the many which visit the human heart, in this
da? and misty abode of mortal existence,—if there be
a feeling among all those which, like angel or devil,
visits the lonely sojourner in the wilderness of being, to
. raise him to the sky, or plunge him in the abyss,—if
there be a feeling on earth that really deserves the
name of sublime, it is the first calm sensation of dangers
encountered and conquered, of mighty things endeav-
oured and achieved. :

Albert Maurice sat alone, after an evening of such
fearful excitement as few have ever passed upon this
earth,—after having seen his own life, and power, and
hopes in momen danger,—uand after having con-
trolled and conceuled his own passions, and bridled, and
governed, and guided those of others,—after having
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overthrown his enemies, slain his betrayer, secured his
authority, and taken all but one small easy step to the
very summit of his ambition. Oh, what a host of
mingled sensations crowded rapidly on his heart! and
how dizzily his brain whirled for the first few brief mo-
ments, while remembrance rapidly brought before him
all the multiplied events of the last two hours ; and out
of the smoke of memory rose the giant consciousness
that he was successful—triumphantly successful!

For an instant his lip curled with a proud and satisfied
smile ; and every thing was forgotten but that bright
bubble—success. But, as he sat, a sort of lassitude
came over him; his eye fell casually on the spot where
the druggist Ganay had lain, convulsed in the agonies
-of death; and, by a caprice of the imagination, the same
face which had then appeared streaked with ghastly
blood, and contorted with the pangs of dissolution, was
gresented to his memory as he had seen it in former

ays, speaking the words of hope to his own ear, and
cheerix;g him on the path of enterprise and ambition.
Touched by the magic wand of association, the splendid
objects which he had just been contemplating began to
change their form and lose their brightness. A dull
weight of thought seemed to fall upon him, and his
utmost efforts would not throw it off. It seemed as if
some fiend, in bitter mockery, resolved to conjure up the
faces of the dead, and to torture his heart with painful
recollections, even in the hour of triumph. To the
form of the druggist next succeeded, before the eye of
fancy, that of the Duke of Gueldres, dying the green
sward with his blood; and then, the shifting picture of
the mind presented the same Erince as when first, with
buoyant joy, he came to thank him for his liberation.
Next appeared Imbercourt and Hugonet, bending to the
stroke of the executioner: and then, again, he saw
them as they had appeared at the council, when he had
been examined on the accusation of the prévét; while
the calm, grave, noble lc(;llll:tenance lot' Imbercourt was
seen, by imagination, pleading eagerly in exculpation of
}:i:l, who had since worked out thg death ogahis de-
ender.

“ 8o many, in so short a time !” thought Albert Mau-
rice. “Yet have they died, each for his own misdeeds;
and I have sacrificed them—ay, and with pain—for the
good of my country alane !”—He almost started at the
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vehemence with which conscience gave the lie to so
base a delusion. * For the good of my country alone !”
he thought again. ‘ Nay—nay—nay—for my own am-
bition. What—what act have 1 done yet, for the good
of my country alone? None, alas! none! and even
now, perhaps,—even now, when ambition has swallowed
up all—when 1 have reached the very pinnacle of suc-
cess,—perhaps the only one I have suffered to escape—
perhaps yon Duke of Cleves is even now plotting to
deprive me of the only reward that can wipe away every
evil memory, repay every effort, tranquillize every pain,
. and render success a blessing indeed. But he shall plot
in vain ; and if he dare to plot, by the Lord that lives,
he shall die!”

“Ho! without there!” he continued aloud. “ Bring
me a hat and cloak! Oh, good Matthew Gournay-—I had
forgot,” he added, as he saw who it was that answered
his summons—‘this very night your noble lord shall -
be set free. But I must see him myself; I have tidings
for him which will glad his heart. You, too, shall not
be forgotten; and though I know gold can never pay
such services as yours, yet there are other means
within my power. This very night we will set free

our lord. 1In all the turbulence of .the past evening, I
Kad forgot what I should have remembered.—~No, no,
boy !"—he added to the page who brought him a high
plumed bonnet and richly decorated cloak—*no, no:
these vestments I have on are all too fine already. I
would have something to conceal my rank—my station
in the city I should say. Get me some servant’s cloak
and hat. Be quick! ’Tis nearly ten.”

The president mused thoughtfully till the boy returned ;
and honest Matthew Gournay, seeing that deep and agi
tating: thoughts were engrossing all his attention, stood
quietly gazing on the spot where he had slain the un-
happy Ganay, and wondering that any man should take
the trouble of poisoning another, when he might rid
himiglf of his enemy so easily by the dagger or the
sword. .

At length the hat and cloak were brought ; and Albert
Maurice drew the one round his person, and the other
‘over his brow. “ Now, Matthew Gournay,” he said,
“ take five-and-twenty men, and bid them follew me by
separate ways to the palace. There wait % I come.
twiﬂbeinthesqwealmrstumnuyqu; apd after
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1 have spent some ten minutes in transacting business
which aszﬁts of no delay, we will go on and liberate
your good lord.” .

The ring which Matthew Gournay had received from
his young lord acted with the magic effect of some
talisman in an eastern tale : and whatever commands he
received from Albert Maurice he obeyed at once, with
unquestioning alacrity. The five-and-twenty men were
soon summoned,—for the whole force of the free com-
panions had been poured into the town of Ghent, during
the evening, by means of the gate which, as we have
seen, the followers of the presideat had secured on his
first entering the city. A few brief words directed them
by different ways to the palace; and—passing through
the various crowds which had been gathered together
for the entertainment in the square, and which were
now discussing, in eager tones, the events that had taken
place in the town-house—the men selected.to accom-
pany, or rather to follow, the young citizen, soon made
their way to the gates of the palace.

That part of the town was nearly deserted, and the
little square before the Cours du Prince was void and
solitary, except where, nearly in the midst, a tall, dark
figure, with its arms crossed upon its chest, stood gazing
up at the building. All was quiet, and calm, and dark,

ong the fagade of the palace, except where, here and
there, from some of the long narrow windows, a stream
of tremulous light broke out upon the night.

For several moments the figure continued to gaze,
apparently fixing its glance earnestly upon one part of the
building. But at length, perceiving the number of sol-
diers collecting before the gate, Albert Maurice, for he
it was, who had outwalked all his followers, advanced,
and, after speaking a few words to Matthew Gournay,
demanded admission from the warder of the fortified gate.
He gave his name and station, and urged business of
importance as an excuse for the lateness of his visit.
The warder replied in a tone of humble deference,
which circumstances had compelled the proud soldiers
of Burgundy to learn in speaking to the once contemned
burghers of Ghent, telling him that he would willingly
admit him, but that, as his orders had been very strict
for the last week, he must detain him at the gate while
he causedethe princess to be informed of the fact.

. Albert Maurice made no objection, and remained,
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musing with 8 downcast countenance, across which the
shadows of many emotions were passing, that he would
not willingly have shown to the eye of open day. As
calm and tranquil as a summer’s morning, he had sat his
horse in the midst of battle and conflict. Calmly, too,
he had remained beside the man who was mixing a cup
of poison for his lip, and preparing the dagger if the cup
should fail. But-now every nerve thrilled, and his heart
beat faint like a coward’s, though he was but about to
meet a fair and gentle girl, whose fate might almoSt be
said torest in his own hands. He had hoped, and he
had dreamed, through many a long day; and various
circumstances had combined to give those hopes and
dreams a tangible foundation and a definite form. But
now that the moment approached when they were to
be realized or destroyed for ever, they faded all away
into fears and anxieties.

The warder returned and bowed low, while the gates
were thown open. The soldiers within the court did
military honours to the President of Ghent, and as-
suming a firmer step and a prouder air, Albert Maurice

ed on within the precincts of the palace, followed
g;‘:he train who had met him according to his appoint-
ment. At the entrance-hall his followers paused; and
he himself, ushered forward by one of the domestic
attendants of the princess, ascended the steps towards
a smaller chamber, adjoining the great hall of au-
dience.

In the anteroom he cast off his hat and cloak, and
remained in the rich dress in which he had descended
to the banquet in the town-house ; and, as he passed on
towards the door which the servant threw open, his eye
fell upon a Venetian mirror, and perhaps he gained
another ray of hope, from feeling that, in appearance
as well as niind, he was not unfitted to move through
those lordly halls, in the high station for which his
ambition strove.

The chamber that he entered was but dimly lighted;
and it was evident that the preparations for receivjng
him there had only been made upon the sudden an-
nouncement of his arrival. His eye, however, instantly
rested upon Mary of Burgundy, as she sat surrounded
by a number of her women ; and the sweet smile with
which she welcomed him so thrilled through his heart,
that he felt the resolution which had brought him
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thither shaken, lest, by seekini for deeper happiness,
he should lose even the joy of that sweet smile itself.

“ Welcome, my lord,” she said—* most welcome back
againto Ghent. For though we have had great joy from
your victories and successes,—the first that have ever
yet blessed our cause,~yet we have much needed your
presence in the city.”

* I hope, lady,” replied the young citizen, with a tone
of deep interest in all that concerned her immediate
happiness—* I hope that you have suffered no personal
annoyance ; for, believe me, before I went, 1 took every
means to guard tKon from the importunity of the Duke
of Gueldres, or the intrusion of any one else.”

“ From the Duke of Gueldres,” replied Mary, * who,

I hear—unhappy man—has fallen in some of the late
conflicts, 1 have, indeed, suffered nothing; nor have I
truly to comﬁlain of any one else. Though my good
cousin of Cleves does, perhaps, press me somewhat
unkindly to a union, which is little less fearful in my
eyes than the other. Doubtless, however, he deemsit
for my good, and strong are the reasons he urges ; but
havirﬁg taken on myself to decide, and having told him
that ”ecision, I would fain be spared all further discus-
sion. .

The cheek of Albert Maurice reddened with anger;
and he replied, “ Fear not, dear lady; his importuni-
ties shall not press upon your e much longer. The
city of Ghent and the states of Flanders have this night
armed me, thank God! with sufficient power to sweep
—to—to—"

Albert Maurice l‘(Eumed arid hesitated; for the bold
and ambitious words that had been just springing to his
h%s he felt must not be rashly uttered in the ear of one \
whose love was to be gained and fixed, and whose hand
—altho‘gl; it was the crowning object of all his am-
bition— ugh it was the motive for every energy and
endeavour of his bosom,—would at once become vain
and valueless, if unkccompanied by her heart.

He paused, and then continued,—* have armed me with
sufficient power at once to guide the state, I trust, to
permanent security and peace ; and to sweep awa’y from
your domestic life every pain, anxiety, and fear.’

The last words were ?oken Jow and slowly; and as
he pronounced them, he dropped his eyes o the ground ;
while the warm conscious bload rose up into his cheeks,
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and spoke far more than his lips. The words he uttered,
it is true, had no very definite meaning, and might be
taken up in a very general sense; but the tone, the .
manner, the hesitation, the flushing of the cheek, the

. timid glance of the eye, gave emphasis and purpose to
the whole. For the first time, a suspicion of what was
passing in his bosom flashed across the mind of Mary
of Burgundy, and inspired her, for the moment, with a
feeling of terror which approached very nearly to de-
spair. She turned deadly pale, and trembled violently,
as, with rapid thought, she ran over the circumstances
of her situation, and found how helpless she was if that
suspicion were well founded. It was but for an instant,
however, that she gave way to apprehension. From
the first, she had appreciated the general character of
Albert Maurice, especially its finer points, by a sort of
instinctive comparison with herown. S$he knew that he
was generous, high-spirited, noble-minded ; and, though
she might now find that her estimate of his ambition
had been far below that which it should have been, yet
she trusted to the better parts of his disposition to de-
liver her from the consequences of the worse. She
knew that she was in his power. She felt that his will
was law, in all the country that surrounded her; and
that, if he chose, he could blast her hoyes and happiness
for ever. But, at the same time, she felt that there was
some resource—though the only one—in the native
generosity of his heart ; and she determined to appeal
to it boldly as her sole refuge from despair. It is true
that a union with Albert Maurice, whose many splendid
qualities she could not but acknowledge, might—were
such feelings susceptible of any very marked shades of
difference, and had it been possible for her to dream .
for one moment of such a union—have been less
repugnant to her, than the marriages which had been
proposed with the drivellin%uboy of France, with the
coarse and brutal son of the Duke of Cleves, or with the
cruel and unnatural Duke of Gueldres. But still the
simple fact existed,—she loved another with all the deep
sinceyity of a woman’s first affection, and the very
thought of any other alliance was abhorrent to every
feeling of her heart.

Nothing could have balanced those feelings in her
bosom, but her strong sense of duty to the nation she
was called upon to gover: and protect. She could,

1
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indeed, and would, have sacrificed every thing for her
country and her people ; but tha:reople themselves had
rejected the only alliance that could have benefited them;
and, in the present instance,no such object could be
gained by her marriage with the President of Ghent, as
that which the French alliance might have accom;)lished,
even could she have entertained the thought for one
moment of bestowing the hand of the heiress of Bur-
¥undy on an adventurous and aspiring citizen,—a thought
rom which all Mary’s feelings revolted, not the less
strongly from the natural gentleness of her character.
Had time for thought been added, the discovery or the
suspicioh of his love might have afforded a key to all
the conduct of the young citizen, and, by showing to
what deeds his passion had already betrayed him, might
have increased a thousand-fold the terror of the unhappy
princess; but, luckily, the consideration of her own
situation, and of the means of averting the consequences
she dreaded, engrossed her wholly, and thus guarded
her from worse apprehensions.

The first effect of his speech, and of the sudden con-
viction that the manner, more than the words, produced,
was, as we 8aid, to turn her deadly pale; and, while
a thousand new anxieties and painful counsiderations
crossed her mind, she remained gazing on him so long,
in silence, that she felt he must see that he was under-
stood. The silence of her own embarrassment then
becoming painful to her, as well as to_ him, the blood
rushed up into her face, and yet she could not reply ; so
that both remained completely mute for several mo-
ments, after words had been sgoken, which to the by-
standers seemed perfectly simple.

At length she answered,—* Oh! sir president, if such
power has been granted to you by the states, use it
nobly, ?nd gg;ven will bless you.”

¢ As far, , a8 my poor judgment can extend, 1 will
use it nobly,” replied Afl?:rt Maurice, over whose heart
an :3' chilt had come, he knew not well why. ¢ Bat,”
he added, “as 1 would fain use it for your happiness—
believing it to be inseparable from that of the people—
let me crave a few words with you in private, that 1 may
ascertain more fully how that happiness may be best
mﬁ'ulpoi” slowly and calmly ; but, from th

e spoke slowly and calmly ; rom the quiveri
of his lip, it was evident that each word cogt mﬁ




THE REVOLT OF, GHENT. 207

painfal strufgle to pronounce. On the other hand, Mary
‘was hersell embarrassed by his request, which was not
a little contrary to the etiquette of her situation; and
yet he who requested, she knew, might command ; and
she felt that, perhaps, it might be better for both that
they should be alone. Alter a moment’s pause, then,
she gave the necessary order for her attendants to with-
draw into the antechamber, and then resumed her seat.
Albert Maurice stood beside her, with his eyes still bent
upon the ground ; and for a moment, even after the last
of the princess’s suite had quitted the chamber, he re-
mained silent, striving to master all the emotions which
were agitating his heart. It was a painful struggle, but
at length he succeeded; and then raising his head with
some degree of proud consciousness in his aspect, he
looked culinly on the princess. .
¢ Madam,” he said, in a firmer voice than he had
hitherto commanded, * your general welfare, and that
of your people, is undoubtedly one great, amf ought to
be one mount, object with me in all 1 strive for;
but, at the same time, believe me—oh, believe me !—
that your individual happiness is no less a deep and
overpowering consideration in my mind. Lad{, I know,
and feel painfully, that the great difference of rank and
station between us may prevent you from conceivini
fully how dear your interests are to me. Nay, turn no
, madam !"—he added, with watchful and somewhat
irritable pride, softened by de:f and sincere affection—
¢ pay, turn rot pale! No word shall you hear from a.':{
lips that may offend your ear or wound your heart.
Lady, the ambitious misproud citizen may have as ele-
vated—perhaps more devoted—ideas of true affection,
than the noble, whose pride and nce are his right
of birth; and may be able to crush his own heart, to
sacrifice more than life—hope, blessed hope itself—to
serve the being that he loves. Nay, do you weep?” he
continued, seeing the tears roll rapidly over the fair
cheek of Mary of Burgundy. ¢ Nay, do you weep?
Then I have 8aid too much. Yet, hear me a little. I
see you agitated—far more agitated than any thi
which has passed hitherto should have occasioned,
unless the words we have spoken, whose import seems
but small, may have touched some fine strung cord within
our heart, and made sadder music than I dreamed of,
¥lowever. in this land of Flanders I have now no small
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- power—whichmay last God knows how long. But fex

not that the power I do possess will ever be used h
thwart one wish of your heart. Whatever it may cost
me, it shall be employed to serve you with deep an
true attachment. There is—there is,” he add his
emotion almost mastering his calmness—** there is one
question I would ask, which is hard to put, and may be

inful to answer. Yet, let me speak it quickly and
g:ileﬂy, lest I should fail.”

He paused for a moment, and looked down ; while his
hand became clenched fearfully.tight, as if in the strug-
gle to suppress some deep feelings that would fain have
burst forth; but after a single moment all was again
vanquished, and he proceeded: “Some months have
now passed since your father’s eyes were tlosed indeath:

our dominions are invaded, your people are distracted
gy different parties, and your nobles are leaguing to-
gether to snatch one from another the blessing of your
hand. It is time, lady, that you should make a choice:
and although I know no one on all the earth that is
worthy of the happiness within your gift, yet, if there
be any one to whom Iou can give your heart, I will—I
will,—yes !” he added more ﬁrmllyl', “] will do all that
mortal man can do to render you axpy in your love

He paused ; and although an undefinable something in
the conduct and demeanour of Mary of Burgundy through
that night had already shown him that one-half of his
dreams were dreams indeed ; yet hope—persevering
hope—lingered still, and told him, * if she love none else,
she may still be thine.”

Mary of Burgundy’s conduct was already determined:
but she still trembled in every limb; and long, long was
it ere she could reply. At length she answered—
“You have, indeed, put to me a question which makes
me feel most painfully how different is the station of
princess from the happy and modest retirement of pri-
vate life. Nay, do not think I blame you, sir,—I blame
but my hard fate. You are most kind; and, amid a base
and interested crowd, who would fain make me the
slave of their wild ambitions, I shall ever remember
you with gratitude, as the only one who,—~who—with
more power than all the rest to command my fate, was
willing to cast self away, and—and to seek my happi-

ness alone. Feeling thus,—believing from my heart
that in your generous nature I may perfectly reiy,—!I
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answer your question as distinctly as it is put. There
is, I believe, upon the face of the earth but one man to
whom I can conscientiously give my hand. ’Tis now
near two years ago that, by my father's command, I
plighted my faith in writing, and pledged thereto a ring,
to one whom I had been taught, during some months
of happy intimacy, to look upon as my future lord :—
Maximilian, Archduke of Austria—"

¢ And you love him! and you love him!” cried Albert
Maurice, starting forward, and, forgetful of all restraint,
grasping her firmly by the wrist. The princess started
up alarmed, and a cry of terror at his sudden vehemence
had nearly passed her lips. But she stifled it ere it was
uttered; and the next moment Albert Maurice had
recovered himself, and was kneeling at her feet.

¢ Pardon me! pardon me, Princess of Burgundy !” he
said. “ Give me—oh, give me your forgiveness! The

dream is gone ! the vision is over! and Albert Maurice, -

the humblest of your subjects, is ready to pour out his
blood to atone for all that he has done amiss. Madam,”
he added, rising, “ I have been living in a dream; and, I
fear me, when 1 come to look upon it steadily I shall
find it a sad one. But no more of that: at present I am
—if that be not a dream also—president of the states
?neml of Flanders, and armed with greater power
than any other man in the land. What can I dq to
sweep all obstacles from before your wishes ? Tell me

quickly how I canserve you! Let me, atleast, work out

our l’l’appinm, before the memory of the past turn my

¢ Oh, speak not so wildly, sir,” cried Mary. “You
have great powers and noble energies, which will guide
you to the height of fame ; and yet, I trust, to the height
of happiness. Indeed, sir, I cannot apeak further, while
you seem 80 moved.”
¢ Madam, I am perfectly calm,” replied Albert Mau-
rice. “Those energies and those powers your grace is
pleased to speak of may last a longer or a shorter time,
according to God’s will ; and.1 am most anxious to wipe
out any offence I may have committed, bgeemploymg
them vngorous:ﬂ in your service. Let me beseech you
ak. Shall I send off immediate messengers to the
archduke "

“No,no! Oh, no!” cried Mary; “I fear too much
has been done already ofskhat kind, by my kind step-
1

v
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dame, the Duchess Margaret and my good cousin of
Ravestein; for I hear—for I hear—that the archduke is
already on his way to Brussels.”

“Ha!” cried Albert Maurice ; * ha!”—but he said o
more, and the princess proceeded.

“ Yet, sir,” she said, *“ I have many fears; for I knov
that the Duke of Cleves has not only sent forth mes
sengers to forbid his ?1[:{)1'030]1 to the city, but, also,!
hear from my dear friend and foster-sister, Alice of In-
bercourt, who is now with the good Lord of Hannut, that
ahundred men, bearing the colours of the house of Cleves,
have passed through Brussels; and there is reason to
believe they waylay the road from the Rhine.”

¢ Indeed! This must be seen to!” said the young
citizen, in the same abstracted manner. *‘ But yow
grace was about to add—" )

. % Merely this, sir,” replied Mary, with that calm im-
pressive gentleness that is more touching than any
vehemence ; ¢that the man to whom I believe myself
plighted by every tie but the fipal sanction of the church,
1s, I am told, on his road hitherward, slenderly accom-
panied,—for the avarice of the emperor is well knows,
and his son now journeys with hardly ten attendants
He has enemies,—strong enemies on the way,—and |
leave”you to judge, sir, of the feelings that I expen-
ence.

+ ‘The lip of Albert Maurice quivered ; but he still re-
tained command over himself, and replied in a low but
distinet voice, though, in every tone, the vehement
struggle he maintained to master the agony of his heart
was still apparent:—* To calm those feelings, mudam,
shall be my first effort ; and, as I have received timely
information, entertain not the slightest apprehension of
theresult. I will serve you, madam, more devotedly than

I would serve myself; and the last energies that, pos-
sibly, I may ever be able to command, shall be directed to
secure your happiness. I have now detained you long.
Night wears, time is precious. I humbly take my
leave. May Heaven bless you, madam! May Heaven
bless you! and send you happier days, to shine upon
your reign, than those with which it has »

He bowed low, and took two or three steps towards
the door, while Mary gazed upon him with eyes in which
compassion for all she saw that he suffered, and woman's
invariable sympathy with love, called up an unwilling
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tear. “8tay, sir, one moment,” she said at length;
¢ it may be the last time that ever I shall have the
power to thank you, as Duchess of Burgundy, before I
resign my sovereignty with my hand to another. Be-
lieve me, then, that as far as the gratitude of a princess
towards a subject can extend, I am grateful to you for
all that you have done in my behalf. Believe me, too,
that I admire and esteem the great qualities of your
mind, and that I will, as far as in me lies, teach m
husband”—and she laid a stress upon the word—to
appreciate your talents and your virtues, and to honour
and emlploy them for our common benefit. Take this
jewel, I beseech you,” she added, “ and wear it ever as
a token of my gratitude.”

¢ Oh, madam!” exclaimed Albert Maurice, as he ad-
vanced to receive the diamond she proffered. He took
it slowly and reverentially ; but as her hand resigned
it his feelings overpowered him, and pressing the jewel
suddenly to his heart, he exclaimed, “ I will carry it to
my grave!” Then turning, without further adieu, he
threw open the dqor and quitted the apartment,

CHAPTER XVIIL

Pavror and terrific as had been the struggle in the
bosom of 1_A]II:ert Mauricg, v;hile hehr‘eln;:i:e;ll ;nt at'l:‘el
presence of the-princess, his eelmgu’ a n lig]
sunshiny, com with those which he experienced
when he found himself alone with the deep gloom-—the
dull immoveable despair which at once took possession
of his heart, the moment that thought had an opportu-
nity to rest upon his own situation. We have before
seen that remorse was already busy in his bosom ; and
the only shield that guarded him from the lash of his
own reflections had been the bright surpassing hope of
overcoming all the mighty obstacles before him, and
winning her he loved. But now he had triumphed over
every enemy—he had overleaped every barrier—he had
set his foot upon every obstacle, and, in the end, discov-
ered that she loved another—that all was useless that

. he had done—~that the blood he had shed had been shed



218 MARY OF BURGUNDY ; OR,

in vain—that he had forgotten his country and her righs
—that he had forgotten justice and humanity—that i
had yielded himself entirely to ambition, and consigne
himself to remorse for ever—for a dream that was gor
Nor was this all ; the same deep, fiery, passionate lor
remained in his heart, but was now doomed, instead of
the bright follower of hope, to become the sad con
panion of remorse and despair. When he thought i
the future,~when she should become the bride o
another,—he felt his brain reel under the agony of tha
contemplation ; when he thought of the past, he fe
that the gnawing worm was for ever destined to prey
upon his heart. There was no refuge for him ina
time, to which he could fly for relief. The gone hout
were full of reproach, and the approaching ones wer
all bitterness.

Such were his feelings as he strode along the
of the palace at Ghent; and the incoherent words tha
he muttered to himself, as he proceeded, showed hov
terrible had been their effect already upon his bright an
powerful mind. “They have been fpurdered in vain,’
—he muttered,—* they have been murdered in vain.
Their blood cries up to heaven against me. To see her
in the arms of another—Oh, God! oh, God! But sk
shall be happy. Yes—she shall be happy. I will pro-
vide for his safety, as a brother—and she shall b
happy; and I—and I—why, there is the grave—thatis
one resource, at least!” and suddenly he burst intos
low, involuntary laugh, which made him start even &
it rang upon his own ear. “ A I insane 1" he thought;
“ then I must be speedy, lest the power fail me.” An
again muttering disjointed sentences, he proceedel
down the great staircase, and was passing through the
entrance-hall, without noticing any one, when Matthev
Gournay advanced to his side and stopped him.

“There is no time to be lost, sir,” he said; “letw
hasten quick.”

“ Who are you?!” demanded Albert Maurice, gazi
vacantl,y upon him. “Who are you!—Oh, yes!' I
forgot,” be added, recalling his thoughts. *Other things
were pressing on my mind. We will go presently, bul
I must t}rlst return to the mt:wn-houu; and yet tha

uarg—I love not to t square, where they were
beheadod.” . pass Tt squares y

“ You have no time, sir,” replied the old soldier, ina
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one which again recalled Albert Maurice to the present
noment. “ As 1sat here but now, that evil prévét—
hat Maillotin du Bac—passed through the hall, with
everal others, speaking eagerly of you. His eye fell
1pon me, and he may chance to know me well. At all
svents, he was silent instantly ; but, if I am not very
vrong indeed, he has taken his way towards the prison,
vhere my young lord lies; and perchance, if we be not
juick, we may come too late.”

“ You speak true—lead on,” cried Albert Maurice,
‘oused to the exertion of all his powers by the sudden
:all upon his energy. “ You, young man, run as for
rour life to the town-house! Bid the comimander.of
he burgher guard march a hundred men instantly down
0 the prévdt’s prison, near the gates. But who have
we here?” he added, as a man in breathless haste ran
1p the steps into the hall. “ The lieutenant of the
wrévit, as I live! How now, sir, whom seek you?”

“You, sir president,” replied the man, at once.
¢ You once saved me when 1 was in imminent peril;
ind I now think that the news I bring you may be valu-
ible to you. The prisoner who was made in the market-
place,—~the Vert Gallant of Hannut,—men say you owe -
nim something, and would fain repay it. But, if you
hasten nut foun steps, you will come too late. I have
done what I could to delay the prévdt, but he is now
speeding on to the prison. His purpose is against the
life of the prisoner; and his horses are ready to fly from
Ghent for ever.” )

“ Enough, enough!™ said Albert Maurice, passing
him suddenly, and springing down the steps of the

ace. The court was soon traversed, and the streets
eading towards the gate were threaded by the young
citizen and his followers with the speed of light. The
active exertion of his corporeal powers seemed to
give back to Albert Maurice full command of his mental
ones, at least for the time ; and though his thoughts were
characterized by the darkest and sternest despair, they
wandered not from those points to which he strove to
bend them, and he seemed revolving eagerly some plan
of future conduct. * Yes,” he said, half-aloud, as he
strode on,—“yes! 8o shall it be,—so shall itbe! If I
am in time, he shall conduct the rest; and, ere all be
finished, the world maykl;ave cause to know that there
were_some drops of Roman blood even within this
bosom.
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Almost as he spoke he turmed the corner of a street '
which led into one of those conducting directly towars
the Alost ?te. Fifty yards farther from the tow:
walls than the point at which the narrow street he ha
been pursuing entered the other, stood a small stor
building, with a few narrow slits in the m for
windows, known as the prévédt’s prison, in which be
lodged any newly-arrested prisoners, previous either |
their immediate execution or to their removal to som :
other place of confinement. The street was all dark.
and likewise solitary, except where, under the projec
tion of a house—the upper stories of which, as wa
often customary in Ghent, protraded considerably be |
yond the lower ones—stood four or five men, ho{di.ng
saddled horses, and conversing together in a low tone.

The impatient stamping of their steeds had prevented
them from catching the approaching steps of Albet
Maurice and his party; and one was saying to the
other, at the very moment they came up, im a tone su’- l
ficiently loud for his words to be distinguished,—* He
is very long! I never knew him so long about suchi
job before " :

“TLet them be seized,” exclaimed Albert Maurice, the
instant his eye fell upon them; ¢ the rest follow me;
and without waiting to notice the short scuffie that es-
sued, he sprang on towards the prévdf’s prison, and
pushed against the door. It was locked from within,
and his effort to open it was vain. “Fly to the gate’
he exclaimed, turning to one of his followers: *bring
me a battle-axe from the guard-house. Ho! within
there,” he added, striking the hilt of his sword violently
against the door. “ Open the door! beware what you
do; you cannot escape me; and you shall find my ver
geance tferrible. Open the door, I say !

But he spoke in vain: no answer was returned; and
the only sound that he even thought he heard was that
of a low groan. After 3 few moments of painful ex-
pectation, the man who had been sent to the gate re-
turned, bearing a ponderous axe, and followed by two
or three of the soldiers of the guard.

Albert Maurice snatched the weapon from his hands,
and in three blows dashed in a large part of the door.
The rest was soon hewn down, at least sufficiently to
admit the age of the young burgher and his fol
lowers. tering the small stone hall into which it
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spened, he caught up a light that had evidently been
>urning some time untrimmed; and, commanding two
>r three of those who accompanied him to guard the
loor, he strode forward rapidly to the mouth of a yar-
row flight of steps, which led to some cells below the
ground. At the entrance of one of these dungeons a
antern had been placed upon the ground, and was still
»urning; and Albert Maurice immediately perceived
‘hat the door was not completely closed. He instantly
»ushed it-open, and held up the light, when the sight
‘hat presented itself to his eyes was horrible indeed,
»ut not ungrateful.

Seated upon the side of the straw pallet, which had
seen his only couch since he had been removed from
‘he .town-house, appeared Hugh de Mortmar, as we.
1ave previously called him, while his right foot was
sressed heavily upon the body of a man, who, from his
iress and appearance, seemed to be one of the jailers
n the employ of the prévét. A little to the right, sur-
rounded by a pool of blood,—a stream of which was
still flowing from his throat,~lay the form of Maillotin
ju Bac, while the poniard, which, it may be remem-
sered, Albert Maurice had bestowed upon Hugh de
Mortmar in the prison of the town-house, now driven
tightly in between the gorget plaits and cuirass of the

révot’s armour, showed at once the manner of his
eath, and the arm which had inflicted it.

The young prisoner held in his hand the sword of the
jead man, and gazed upon those who entered with a
firm and resolute countenance, while-he pressed down
beneath his feet the form of the jailer, who was clearly
alive, and seemingly uninjured, except from a ghastly
contusion on his forehead. The moment that he beheld
who it was that entered, Hugh de Mortmar started up,
and a few and hurried words explained the precise situa-
tion in which they all stood. The sight of Albert Mau-
rice and of good old Matthew Gournay was enough to
satisfy the young prisoner; and on his part he had only
to tell them, that while lying there a few minutes be-
fore, thinking of .when his captivity might end, he had
heard approaching steps, and listened to a low conver-
sation at the door, which he felt sure boded him no good.
Affecting still to sleep, he remained perfectly quiet while
the door was opened, and the prévit, setting down his
lantern on the outside, approached towards him, accom-

N
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ied by the jailer who had the care of the prisoe
heir eyes, however, were not so much accustomed t
the darkness as his own ; and seeing evidently that the
degign of the prévit was to despatch him, he watched
his moment till the other was stooping over him, and
then drove the dagger with which he had been furnished,
with the full force of recovered health and strength, un-
der the gorget of the murderer. So hard had he stricker
it, however, between the iron plates, that he could not
draw it forth again, and he had nothing to trust to but
his own corporeal strength in the struggle which suc-
ceeded with the jailer. .

The hard food and the constrained repoee, however,
to which he had been suhjected in the prison, had per-
haps contributed to restore him to full vigour in a shorter
time than might- otherwise have been required for re-
covering his health ; and the Lailer, overmatched, had
just been cast headlong to the ground when Albert |

aurice forced his way into the place of the young
noble’s confinement.

In the energy of action Albert Maurice had, for the
time, found relief from a part of the heavy load that pas-
sion and circumstances had piled upon his head; bat
the moment the necessity of active exertion
away, the weight returned and crushed him to the earth.
He sroke for an instant to the prisoner collectedly and
calmly, but ually his brow grew dark and clouded;
and his words became low, harsh, and confined to those
necessary to express his wishes or commands.

The jailer, freed from the tread of Hugh de Mortmar,
was placed in the custody of some of those who had now
crowded to the spot; and the president, after giving
general orders to the burgher guard which came up, and
a few whispered directions to Matthew Gonrnay, took
the prisoner by the hand, saying, “ Come, my lord ; let }
us to the town-house !”

The change which had come over the whole demean-
our of the young citizen sincelast he had seen him was
too great to escape the eyes of Hugh de Mortmar, even
ata moment when the excitement of a late struggle was |
fresh upon him. Nor did he exactly understand how |
the young president dared to take the bold step of setting
him free at once, when he had before seemed most anx- ‘
ious to proceed with scrupulous caution. He made no
observation, however, followed Albert Maurice into
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the street. By this time, almost all the respectable
citizens of Ghent were in their quiet beds ; but a num-
ber of those who had been entertained in the market-
glace were still wandering about; some partially iffe-

riated with ale or mead ; some half-drunk with excite-
ment and pleasure. A number of these had gathered
together among the guards and attendants, now collected
round the door of the prison; and as Albert Maurice
led forth his companion, and the flickering glare of a
number of lanterns and torches showed the features of
the president to the crowd, he was greeted by loud ac-
clamations.

But the smile of bitterness and’' scorn with which
Albert Maurice now heard the vivats of the multitude
contrasted strongly with his demeanour in the morning,
and showed how completely the talismanic touch of
disappointment had changed to his eyes all the fairy
splendours of his fate.

‘Without a word of reply, he passed through the midst
of the crowd, sought the narrowest and darkest way ;
and, apparently buried in sad thoughts, proceeded with
a quick and irregular step towards the town-house,
maintaining a gloomy and unbroken silence as he went.
He avoided the market-place before the building as
much as possible; and the only words he spoke were
uttered when he could not avoid seeing the spot where
Imbercourt and Hugonet had died, and which was now
covered with people, busily removing the traces of the
evening’s festivity. ‘It is sad,” he said, with a mourn-
ful shake of the head; “itis sad!” Then turning into
the town-house, he ascended the stairs rapidly, and en-
u;li«lad a small withdrawing-room by the side of the great
hall.

To that very chamber it so happened that the body of
Ganay had been removed, after the sword of Matthew
Gournay had left him lifeless on the pavement ; and the
first object that met the eye of Albert Maurice was the
corpse stretched upon a table, while one of his own
attendants stood near, as if he had been examining the
appearance of the dead man. The first impulse of the
president was to draw back ; but the next was the very
contrary ; and, again advancing, he approached directly
to the table, and fixed his eyes upon the face of the
corpse, which was uncovered. ¢« He sleeps calm
enough!” he said, drawing in his lips, and turning par-

Vou. IL.—K 19
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tially to Hugh de Mortmar. “He sleeps calm enough
with all his burning passions at an end. But this ismw
Rjace for what we have to say.”

He was then treading back his steps towards the door.
when the attendant advanced, and gave him a packet of
papers and a small silver box, saying, ¢ 'These ok
papers, sir, and this box, which we conceive to contain
gonson, are all that we have discovered on the dea

Odﬁ” .

“Ha! will the means of death lie in so small a space,”
said Albert Maurice, gazing on the little silver case;
“but ’tis well! Bring hence the lights, leave the body.
and lock the door. He will not find solitude oppressive.
I doubt not;” and thus saying, he led the way into
another chamber, to which the servant followed witk
the key and lights ; and the president added further, a
they were set down before him, ¢ Bring wine !

\%hen the man was gone, and he was ‘seated with the
young cavalier, he leaned his brow upon his hand fora
moment, and then looked up,—* Give me your pardon,
sir,” he said; “give me your pardon for a short space.
1 am somewhat ill to-night, and must collect my
thoughts before I can speak to you as I ought.”

Hugh de Mortmar bowed his head ; and wine being
brought in a few minutes, Albert Maurice filled for both,
and drained his own cup to the dregs. “1I have a burn-
ing thirst upon me,” he said, “but it will soon be
?uenched. Now, sir, I can speak. You have recovered.

trust, your full strength; and this night—that is to
say, ere dawn—can ride forth away from the thraldom
of this place t”

¢ As well as ere I rode in life,” replied Hugh de Mort-
mar, “and thank you deeply for your kind intentions.”

“Thank not me,” replied Albert Maurice, gravely,
¢ for'1 am about—like a true citizen—" he added, with
a bitter smile, “for I am about to drive a hard bargain
with you; and to make you agree to do me a service in
return,—not for giving you your liberty, for youn did the
like to me—but for some intelligence I have to commu
nicate, which may be worth its weight in gold. Of that
hereafter. First, let us speak of the service 1 require.
You have at this moment, within the walls of the city.
where I have given them employment during this even-
ing, some three or four hundred free companions—good
soldiers, levied for purposes I know and respect. Ir
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an hour’s time they will be mounted, and at the Alost
gate, from which we have just come. You shall have
arms that might grace a prince, aliorse as noble as ever
was bestrode by knight; and what I require is thisp—
that, all other matter laid aside, you ride forward to-
wards Brussels, and thence onward, on whatever road
you may find necessary,—as you will there discover
from the Lord of Ravestein, or the duchess-dowager,
—in order to meet Maximilian, Archduke of Austria.”

“ What! my best friend and old companion in arms !”
cried Hugh de Mortmar. “No evil against him, sir
president! for know, I would sooner bear to my grave
the heaviest chains that ever shackled 1aan, than raise
an arm against one 1 love so well!” | .

¢ Fear not, my lord!” replied Albert Maurice. “For
his safety, not for his injury, would I have you set out.
Tell him from me, Albert Maurice, that his way is
beset,—tell him that every artifice will be used to make
him turn back, by fair means or by foul. But bid him
hasten forward, in spite of all; and you, on your part,
promise me never to quit him, till you see him safely
within the gates of the duke’s house in Ghent.”

“ Willingly ! most willingly !” replied the young ca-
valier, rising. *“Iam ready to set out!”

“ What, without the tidings I have promised?” de-
manded Albert Maurice.

“ Some other time!” replied Hugh de Mortmar.—
¢ When I return will do.”

“Thé present moment is yours,” answered the young
citizen, gravely. *“ Who can say that, by the time you
return, these lips may not be closed by a seal that no
human hand can ever remove !”

“T trust not,” rephed the other; “I trust not; but if
what you have to tell be really of importance, let me
beseech you to speak it quickly.” :

“ I will,” replied Albert Maurice. ‘I have no right,
nor any wish, to keep yeu in suspense. Are you aware
that A%olphus Duke of Gueldres is dead 1"

“ @ood God !” exclaimed the young cavalier. * They
told me that he was quite well, and leading the forces
of Ghent against Tournay. You have, indeed, ended
my suspense somewhat abruptly.”

“ There is still more to come,” said Albert Maurice
with asort of reckless harshness, which was no part of’
his natural character; but which probably arose from
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the apathetic callousness of despair. “As you knew
not that he was dead, you know not that this arm slew
him.”

*“Ha!" cried the other, instinctively laying his hand
upon his side, as if to grasp the hilt of his sword
“Youw—you! Did you shed my father’s blood !—Then,
take heed to yourself. Call again for yeur jailers!
Cast me back into the dungeon; for otherwise your
blood must answer for that which you have spilt.”

“ Such threats,” answered Albert Maurice, “are
worse than vain, to one who loves life too little to care
who takes it from him. Besides, they are prompted by
a mere dream of the imagination, which I can dissolve
in two or three words. You had never seen the Duke
of Gueldres from your childhood; no sweet recipro-
cations of domestic love had bound your heart to his;
{Iou knew that he was vicious, criminal, unfeeling.—

ay, frown not, sir, but hear me.—You know all this;
and yet, because you believe him to have been your
father, you would slay any one that raised a hand
against him.”

Doubtless, there is inherent in human misery a desire

. of seeing others wretched when we are wretched our-
selves ; and the sort of painful playing with the feel
ings of the young cavalier, in which Albert Maurice
indulged at a moment when he himself was plunged in
the gloomiest despair, probably arose from some such
cause. His own griefs, however, were too great to
suffer his mind to dwell long upon any thing without
weariness ; and he tired almost instantly of the topic.

“'Too much of this!” he added, in the same abrupt
tone. “Be your fzelings on those points rational or
not, no tie, human or divine, binds you to love or to
avenge Adolphus, the bad Duke of Gueldres. Know,
that at his instigation the man whose corpse you saw
but now, kindled the flames of Lindenmar, in which
the infant heir of Hannut was supposed to have perished:
and further know, that in the act of death, the Duke
of Gueldres confessed to ‘me that he himself carried
away the infant, and reared him as his son upon the
death of his own child. You will want other proofs to
establish the facts—there they are, in writing ; and
probably these papers which you saw me receive but
now may throw some further light upon the matter
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‘We have neither of us time to examine them more
particularly at present. Take them with you, and
claim your right of birth. Now follow me to the ar-
mory, for 1 hear your band passing onward towards
the Alost gate to wait your coming. Are you strong
enough to go ¥’

The young.cavalier gazed for a moment in his face,
bewildered by,all he heard; but then replied, “ I am
ready! quite ready! For these papers I owe you a
thousan:il thanks; [‘)’ut the tidings you have giyen con-
found me, and I have not words—"

““No more, no more!” replied Albert Maurice.—
¢ Here is our way.”

The young citizen now led his companion forward to
the armory, which had been collected in the town-

- house under his own care. As they went, the liberated
prisoner would fain have asked a thousand questions
explanatory of the strange tidings he had just received ;
but the answers of Albert Maurice were brief, and
somewhat sharp. Referring him entirely to the papers
that he had received, the young citizen strode onward,
and saw the Vert Gallant of Hannut equip himself
once more in a complete suit of arms. There was a
degree of joy in the countenance of the young heir
of Hannut as he did so,—a sort of new lighting up of
that military hope which was the great inspiration of
the day,—that called a melapcholy smile even to the
lip of Albert Maurice ; and he gazed upon him, as with
quick and dexterous hands he clothed his powerful limbs
in steel, as an old man on the verge of the tomb might
be supposed to regard a youth setting out upon the
flowery path of life, full of all those bright hopes that
had passed away from himself for ever.

When it was all done,—* Your horse,” said the
young citizen; “stands below; but yet one moment.
A pass must be written for yourself and the archduke.
Follow me once more.”

In the next chamber were implements for writing ;
and, with a rapid hand, Albert Maurice traced the ne-
cessary order, destined to remove all petty obstacles
from the path of his princely rival, signed his name
below in a bold free hand, and gave it to his companion
with a proud, but bitter smile.

“There,” he said; “take it, and go forth! and may
God speed you on your errand.K a Forg;w;e me if I have

1
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sported with your feelings this night,—which maybe
I have done in some degree,—but there is a potent
demon in my heart just now, that strives hard to crush
each noble wish and kindly feeling, ere they can rise.
Now, farewell !”

“ Farewell! farewell!” replied Hugh of Hannut. «I
may, perhaps, want more information than these papers
contain. But we ghall meet again !”

“ Perhaps we may,” replied Albert Maurice, as the
other turned, and deseended the steps. * Perhaps we
may,” he repeated, as, after a moment’s pause, he heard
the trampling of horse, announcing that the other had
departed. ‘Perhaps we may, in the grave, or rather,
beyond it.” L .

The %oung president then returned to the chamber in
which he had been sitting, and continued for about an
hour engaged in writing. When he had concluded, he
buried his eyes in his hands for a few moments, and re-
mained plunged in deep thought. Rousing himself, he
raised a lamp, and striding across the passages to the
room where the corpse of Ganay the druggist lay, he
threw open the door, and gazed upon the countenance
of the dead man for some time.

Without a word, he then walked back to the chamber
where he had been writing ; and drawing forth the small
silver box that had been given him, poured the white

owder that it contained into one of the cups, added a
ittle wine from the tankard, and drank off the mixture.
After which he cast himself in a chair, and closed his
eyes.

yl"‘or several minutes he remained in the same posi-
tion, without a muscle of his face being moved ; but at
length he opened his eyes, looking somewhat fiercely
round the chamber. :

“This is too much ¥’ he exclaimed aloud. “1It has
no effect! and I lie here, expecting death without a
chance of his approach, while the past haunts me ; and
there seem voices crying up for judgment upon me, from
yon aecursed sqmare. But I will soon end all? and
starting up, he drew his dagger from the sheath; butas
he did so, something in the word judgment appeared to
seize upon his imagination. “Judgment!” he said—
“judgment! Am I not flying to judgment 7 and laying
down the dagger on the table, he paused, gazing round
with a degree of fearful bewilderment in his eyes, which




THE REVOLT OF GHENT. . 233

seemed to show either that his mind was shaken, or that
some potent destroyer was mastering the body. “ Judg-
ment !” he repeated. “ Were it not better to wait till I
am summoned,—to strive to wipe out the evil,—and to
bear the sorrows that God has given as a punishment for
all that I have doue, and left undone ! Judgment! judg-
ment!” But, as he repeated that awful word, his cheek
grew deathly pale; cold drops of perspiration stood
upon his forehead ; his lips became nearly livid; and
the rich curls of his dark hair, as if relaxed by the
overpowering weakness that seemed coming over his
whole frame, fell wild and floating upon his brow.

At first, apparently unconscious of the change that
was taking place, he leaned his hand upon the table to
steady himself as he stood ; but the moment after, two
or three sharp shudders passed over his whole frame ;
and after reeling painfully for an instant, he cast him-
self back into the chair, exclaiming, ina tone full of
despair indeed, “ It is too late ! it is too late!” and he
threw himself to and fro in restless agony. .

“This is in vain!” he cried at length, opening his
eyes. “This is weak, and empty, and cowardly! L
that have lived boldly can surely die as I have lived;”
and once more resuming the attitude in which he had
placed himself at first, he clasped his hand tight over
his eyes as if to exclude a painful sense of the light.
In a moment or two the hand dropped; but his eyes re-
mained closed ; and after a time, the exhausted lamps,
which had now been burning many hours, went out, and
all was darkness !

CHAPTER Xla.

Tae rumour which had given to the heart of Mary of
Burgundy the glad hope that Maximiliarr of Austria was
already within her territories had deceived her; and
Hugh of Hannut, on arriving at Brussels, found that his

rincely companion-in-arms was still far from that city.
E‘me to the promise he had given, however,—though all
his own feelings would have conducted him at once to
the forest of Hanout, wherein he had led a life of such
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adventure and interest, and to the mansion where sh
he loved now dwelt, and in whichtlllis happ:dest (‘;’; 8 had
been passed—he advanced directly towards ogne:
and not far on the hither side of the Rhine met the
small party which accompanied the son of the emperor.
It were as tedious as an old chronicle to tell the joy i
Maximilian at the coming of his friend, or to detail al
the efforts that were made by the Duke of Cleves b
deter or prevent the archduke from pursuing his journey
towards Ghent. The private information he had re
ceived, and the armed force which now accompanied
him on his way, rendered all efforts either to alarm or
impede him vain; and the rapid progress made by tie
French arms had so convinced the people of Fianders
that a single leader, whose fortunes were linked for
ever to that of the Princess of Burgundy, was absolutely
necessary to give vigour and direction to their efforts,
that all attempts to stir them up to oppose the alliance
with the Austrian prince would have been fruitless under
any circumstances.

One event, however, had happened, in the mean time,
which completely cooled throughout Flanders that ar-
dour for innovation, and that desire of democratic rule,
which is one of the evils consequent upon every struggie
for increased liberty, whether just or unjust—the wild
spray which the waves of freedom cast beyond their
legitimate bound.

The morning after the return of Albert Maurice to
Ghent, some of his attendants, finding the door of his
bed-chamber open, entered, and discovered that he had
never been in bed ; and the alarm spreading, he was soon
after found, seated in the chair in which he had been
writing, cold, stiff, and dead.

Of the letters which were cast upon the table before
him, one was addressed to the princess, and one to his
uncle; and both distinctly alluded to his intention of
destroying himself. Left suddenly without a leader,
pressed by a powerful enemy, and encumbered with the
management of a state, all the springs and wheels of
which they themselves had disarranged, the people of
Ghent began to ask themselves what they had gained
by pressing exaction and discontent beyound the mere
recovery of their rights and privileges. The simplest
among them saw that they had gained nothing, and lost
much; and the more clear-sighted discovered, that in
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carrying their efforts beyond the straightforward object
which they had proposed at first, they had only made
the government of the state an object of contention to
bold and ambitious party leaders,—a race of men who,
for the purpose of success, must. always necessarily
prolong that confusion and anarchy which is more
baleful than the worst of tyrannies; and who, when

: success is obtained, must end in tyranny to uphold their

power. . .
The very day that the death of Albert Maurice was
discovered, intelligence arrived that the armies of
France, marching on from the side of Cassel, had
burned some villages within four leagues of Ghent ; and
the council of the states, confused, terrified, and sur-
prised, without chief, without union, and without re-
source, proceeded in a body to the palace ; and resigni
at the feet of the princess the authority they had usurpn:dg,
demanded her orders and directions, in the imminent
ril to which the state was exposed. It was then that
R;’ary of Burgundy made that famous answer, which
has been transmitted to us by almost every historian
who has mentioned her name ; but it was in sorrow, not
in anger, that she spoke; and the tears were in her
eyes, when—after hearing the details of a ruined country,
an invaded territory, the rich harvests of Flanders
reaped by strange husbandmen while they were green,
her frontier fortresses taken, and her troops provin
false—she replied to the subjects whose turbulence an
discontent had fostered, if not caused, all the evils they
had recapitulated :—* You have banished my best friends,
and slain my wisest counsellors, and now what can 1do
to deliver you ?” .
But misfortune had taught the people of Ghent their
own errors, and the excellence of her they had so basely
outraged. 'The news that the Archduke of Austria, the
long betrothed husband and the favoured lover of Mary
of Burgundy, was advancing with rapid steps towards
Ghent, spread as much joy through the city as if the
tidings had been of some personal good fortune to each
individual citizen. The gates of Ghent were now na
longer guarded, except against the common enemy.
The Duke of Cleves quitted the city in haste; and joy
and satisfaction spread through all ranks when the cav-
alcade which escorted the archduke woynd on towards
the palace. It was remarked, however, that neasly five
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hundred of the horsemen that accompanied him—an
those surpassing all the rest in military array and de-
meanour—were all adorned with a green scarf, while
the banner that floated over them bore the arms of
Hannut—argent, a green tree proper; and that the
knight who led this band of élite, though his beaver was
now up, and his face exposed, was clothed from head to
foot in the green armour of the Vert Gallant of Hannut.

Little more requires to be said. It is wéll known to
every one how gladly Mary of Burgundy herself saw
the arrival of Maximilian; and there is every reason to
believe that the old chronicler spoke the truth when, in
describing their first meeting, he said, *“Si parfaicte
liesse fut oncques logée en cceur de parfaict amant, elle
fut trouvée ce jour en ’assemblement de ces dem
jouvenceaux.”

Nor did the heart of Hugh of Hannut beat less highly.
when, standing beside his princely friend, he too claimet
his fair bride, Alice of Imbercourt. Still, the dead were
to be mourned, and many sorrows were to be forgotten:
but they were sorrows which drew tlie hearts of the
living closer together.

A gleam of sunshine shone out at last upon the days
of the good old Lord of Hannut; and casting from him
the studies which—fanciful or real—had soothed his
griefs by occupyin%lhis mind, he passed his latter years
in rejoicing over the recovery of so noble and so dear
a son.

On the nineteenth of August, 1477, Mary of Burgundy
gave her hand to Maximilian of Austria; and the rich
territories which 80 many princes had coveted, and for
which France had played so base and subtle a game.
passed away into another house. The years of that
fair princess herself were few; but when she gazel
smiling upon her husband and her children, she was
wont to thank God that she had not looked into that
fatal book, which might have given her an insight into
her future destiny; and that in the happiness of the
?resent she could see no ill to be anticipated for the

- future.
. Alice of Imbercourt, soon after her marriage, retired
from the city to the dwelling of her husband’s father;
and though her deep affection for Mary of Burgundy
lslt:'ll continued unabated, she never more made the court

r abode.
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‘When, at length, the fatal accident happened which
caused the death of her fair foster-sister, she flew
eagerly to sooth her couch of sickness; but she never
entertained, for a moment, those hopes of her recovery
which all the others around indulged for several days.—
She it was who prepared the mind of the archduke for
the death of her he loved. She closed her eyes, and
then returned to her own dwelling, and resumed the
duties of her station.

The people of the country declared that Alice was
not surprised by the event which had occurred, being
forewarned by the previous knowledge of the future
which she had obtained ; and the old writers assert, most
seriously, that the horoscope of Mary of Burgundy, as
it was drawn at her birth, was fulfilled to the most
minute particular. As no one, however, saw this horo-
scope but Alice of Imbercourt,—at -least, before the
latter events of Mary’s life took place,—and as Alice
carefully abstained from ever mentioning the subject, it
is more than probable that the love of the marvellous,
so prevalent in those days, adapted the prediction to the
facts long after they occurred. L









